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ODE XXXVIII, 



TO PLEASURE. 



Sister of Youth and laughing Joy, 
Sweet Pleasure, sorrow -soothing queeoi 

Daughter of Venus, ever-young. 

And Bacchus wreath'd with ivy green; 

Whom on their laps the rosy-bosom*d Hours, 

And all the Graces nurst beneath Idalian bowers^ 

O lead me to ihy blissful vale I 

Where Hope and Health in sprightly round| 
Leisure, with Freedom hand in hand, 

In dance fantastic beat the ground ; 
Where'er they tread tiie fairest flowers arise, 
Embroidering all the green with ever- varying dies* 

Let the stern pedant love to waste 
In studious search the tedious night, 

Attentive to the learned page. 

By musing taper's glimmering light. 
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Whose pensive ear no wakeful sounds al. 
Save the lone owl, slow clock, or bellmar 
charm. 

Me let the cheerful dance engage. 
Swift urgM along the lighted dome ; 

While with new warmth the virgin glows> 
Her cheek all flushed with fresher bloom . 

Motion and music tenderest thoughts inspir 

And all her yielding soul relents to soft desii 

Let the sage Hermit shun mankind. 
With pale-eyed Penitence to dwell. 

To freeze at midnight hours of prayer 
Within a solitary cell ; 

Penurious on the verdant herb to sup, 

And of the chilling stream to drain his beechen c 

Be mine, amidst the social band, 
The raptures of champaign to taste. 

Whose vigorous juice new relish gives 
To mutual converse, Reason's feast; 

While old Anacreon seems to rise, and say, 

** Begone, ye toils of lite, ye busy cares, away !*' 



ODE XXXIX. 

aaaaaaaa aj 



TO 

POVERTY. 

BY THE REV. THOMAS PENROSE. 



Hie thee hence 1 thou speflre foul, 
Fiend of misery extreme ; 

Hence ! nor o'er yon dwelling scowl 
With blasting eye, while to thy haggard scream 
The midnight wolf accords his famish'd howl. 
And madd'ning wretches loud in agony blaspheme. 

Hence ! — from the artless bard keep wide aloof—- 
Fly rather to hU hated roof. 
Who, deaf to Mercy's soft controul, 
Can steel with rugged edge the soul : 

Plund*ring, unmov'd the orphan's cry can hear, 

Or from the widow'd lip the scanty morsel tear :— 
But pass him by, the wootr mild 

Of Genius, friend to all, Nature*s ingenuous child. 

Constant toil, and coarsest fare. 
Long indeed the village hind 
In silent apathy may bear. 
While o'er his brow Health's rosy wreath is twin'd * 
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While his passions shiggish flow. 
Borne on life's pacific round ; 
Nor alms his highest wish to know 
Beyond the hamlet's pale, his grandsire's 
bound. 

Yet, rous'd to feeling, much he mourr 
When the pale visage of Disease 

Frowns on his humble cot^ 

When sinks his drooping front, and bend \ 
knees. 

TX^r^, oft, unheeded on the ground, 
May Sickness, Ajge, and Want be fou 
United all in one forlorn abode, 
Of grief each singly own'd a melancholy lo 

Prom the damp and earthy bed 
The sufferer lifts his aching sight in vair 

Despair hangs weeping o'er his head : 
Sad pallet this for ease 1 sad comforter i 

Fly, ye rich, unbidden fly. 
Pour your oil, and pour your wine : 

Wipe from tears the misty eye j 
Charity's a ray divine — 
A raythat lightsthe soul with brightest beam 

Why withhold the little boon ? 
Seems it much, ye sons of wealth, 
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Glitt'ring moths of sunny noon — 
Plum'd with gold of joy and health ? 
O think ! a bl^st may come,, yourselves may perish 
soon ! 

Yet, different in this common state. 
What different care attends your happier fate ! 
Fading you may sure receive 
All wayward fancy craves, all soothing art caugive : 
While, with equal wants opprest. 
The child of Misery heaves his laboring breast, 
Cheer'd by no kind assisting powers. 
Scarce with such crumbs sustained as himgry 
Health devours. 

Melt, in soft compassion melt, 
Ye gentle, wail th' unlettered peasant poor : 

Yet keener far, as more severely felt. 
Does Penury haunt th* ill-omen*d scholar's door; 
Hf calls for all your tears; give these, if nothing more. 

Warm'd his soul with genial flame 
Ift youth's gay spring was bid to rise. 

To pant for science, thirst for fame, 
And hope fair Merit's golden prize. 

Much he hop*d, for many a tale 

Of praise was echo'd to his ear; 
Full many a promise (flatt'ring galet) 

Foretold the wish'd-for port was near. 
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Awhile it blew, — then dy'd away. 

Like breezes with declining day, 
And left him, wondring wretch ! forsaken quite, 
In Poverty's dead calm, and Disappointment's night* 

What avails th* expanded mind, 
Tutor'd in the choicest lore ? 
The suffering body lags behind. 
Nor lets the rising spirit soar : 
Caird home, — what Stoic pride the soul can steel, 
When every sinew's rack'd, and every nerve must 
feen 

What avails the glowing heart. 

The eye that glistens at distress ; 
The wish all blessings to impart. 
Or make at least a brother's sorrow less ? 
From Trouble's spring the deepest draught he drew, 
Who mourns his own hard lot, and weeps for others too*. 

At the sad mistaken gate 
When the maim'd veteran takes his suppliant stand, 

Struck with the hapless warrior's state. 
Sudden the pitying tenant gives his hand. — 

— 'Tis empty — See I his lidso'erflow. 
To send undol'd away the hoary son of woe. 

Love too—for in the lowliest cell 

Chaste love with purest flame may dwell-« 
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His love — what sorer can befall ? 
s doom*d to sour its sweets^ and dash his cup with gall* 

Before the husband's and the father's eyes 

Stormy clouds in prospect rise, 
The future orphan's cry, the widow's groan j 

These and more he makes his own — 
^or ahl the faithless world by him too well is known. 

For these the homely robe, the scanty board. 

While life in toil is lingering on, 
The drudge of science may afford : — 
{ut where's the friend will cheer, when that poor life 
is gone \ 

No friend may rise, but many a foe ♦ 
Will deck his visage with a smile. 
Will hide in softest words the basest guile, 
lOd, while he soothes the most, will strike the deepest 
blow. 

Hence the pang, and hence the tear. 
When his daughter's rip'ning bloom 
Swells into agony his fear 
f the fell spoiler's den — fair Virtue's early tomb. 



ODft XL. 

TO 

SCULPTURE. 



BY 

JAMES SCOTT, D.D. 



Led by the Muse, my step pervades 
The sacred haunts, the peaceful shades 

Where Art and Sculpture reign : 
I see, I see, at their command, 
The living stones in order stand, 

And marble breathe through every vei] 
Time breaks his hostile scythe ; he sighs 

To find his pow*r malignant fled ; 
** And what avails my dart," he cries, 

*< Since these can animate the dead ? 
•* Since wak*d to niimic life 4gain in stone 
" The patriot seems to speak, the hero ft 
There Virtue's silent train are seen, 
Fast fix'd their looks, ere6l their mien. 
Lo ! while with more than stoic soul, 
The Attic sage exhausts tlie bowl, 
A pale suffusion shades his eyes, 
^fill by degrees the marble dies I 
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8ee there the injured Poet bleed I 
Ah t see he droops his languid head t 
What starting nerves, what dying pain. 
What horror freezes every vein I 
These are thy works, O Sculpture 1 thine to shew 
rugged rock a feeling sense of woe* 
Yet not alone such themes demand 
The Phidian stroke, the Daedal hand ; 

I view with melting eyes 
A softer scene of grief display'd. 
While from her breast the duteous maid 

Her infant sire with food supplies. 
In pitying stone she weeps, to see 

His squalid hair, and galling chains: 
And tremblings on her bended knee, 
His hoary head her hand sustains $ 
While every look and sorrowing feature prove 
^aw soft her breast, how great her filial love. 
Ijo I there the wild Assyrian queen, 
With threat' niog brow, and frantic mien I 
Revenge ! revenge I the marble cries. 
While fury sparkles in her eyes. 
Thus was her awfiil form beheld. 
When Babylon's proud sons rebeird ; 
She left the woman's vainer care. 
And flew with loose dishevell'd hair ; 
>he stretch'd her hand, imbru'd in blood, 
^hile pale Sedition trembling stood ; 
iudden silence, the mad crowd obeyed 
awfyl voice, and. Stygian Discord fledl 
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With hope, or fear, or love, by turns. 
The marble leaps, or shrinks, or burns, 

As Sculpture waves her hand ; 
The varying passions of tiie mind • 

Her faithful handmaids are assigned. 
And rise and fall by her command. 
When now life's wasted lamps expire. 

When sinks to dust this mortal frame. 
She, like Prometheus, grasps the fire | 
Her touch revives the lambent flame ; 
While, phoenix-like, the statesman, bard, or sage^ 
Springfresh to life, and breathe through every age. 
Hence, where the organ full and clear. 
With loud hosannas charms the ear, 
Behold (a prism within his hands) 
Absorb*d in thought, great Newton stands; 
Such was his solemn wonted state. 
His serious brow, and musing gait. 
When, taught on eagle-wings to fly. 
He trac'd the wonders of the sky ; 
The chambers of the sun explor'd. 
Where tints of thousand hues are stor*d ; 
Whence every flower in painted robes is drest^ 
And varying Iris steals her gaudy vest. 
Here, as Devotion, heavenly queen, 
Condu6ts her best, her favorite train. 

At Newton's shrine they bow I 
And, while with raptur'd eyes they gaze. 
With Virtue's purest vestal rays. 
Behold their ardent bosoms glow I 
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Hail^ mighty Mind 1 hail, awful name 1 

I feel inspired my laboring breast j 
And lo I I pant, I burn for fanjel 
Come, Science, bright etheral guest, 
Oh come, and lead thy meanest humblest son, 
Through Wisdom's arduous paths to fair renown* 
Could I to one faint ray aspire. 
One spark of that celestial fire. 
The leading cynosure, that glow'd 
While Smith explor'd the dark abode. 
Where Wisdom sate on Nature's shrine^ 
*' How great my boast I what praise were mine I 
Illustrious sage I who first couldst tell 
Wherein the powers of Music dwell j 
And every magic chain untie, 
That binds the soul of Harmony 1 
To thee, when mould'ring in the dust. 
To thee shall swell the breathing bust : 
Shall here (for his reward thy merits claim) 
" Stand next to place in Newton, as in fame." 



\ 



ODE XLI. 



TO 

SILENCE. 

BY 

THE REV. THOMAS COLE. 



Come, musing Silence, nor refuse to shed 

Thy sober influence o'er this darkling eel 
The desert waste and lonely plain 
Could ne'er confine thy peaceful reign ; 
Nor dost thou only love to dwell 

'Mid the dark mansions of the vaulted dead ; 
For still at eve's sercnest hour 
All Nature owns thy soothing power : 
Oft hast thou deign'd with me to rove, 
Beneath the calm sequester'd grove ; 
Oft deign'd my sacred steps to lead 
Along the dewy pathless mead ; 
Or up the dusky lawn, to spy 
The last faint gleamings of the twilight sky 

Then wilt thou still thy pensive vot'ry meet, 

Oft as he calls thee to thi^s gloomy seat ; 
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For here, with solemn mystic rite, 
Wert thou invoked to consecrate the ground, 

Ere these rude walls were rear'dremote fromsight. 
Or ere*with liioss this shaggy roof was crown'd* 

Hail ! blessed parent of each purer t}iought, 
That doth at once the heart exalt and mend 1 
Here wilt thou never fail to find 
My vacant solitude inclined 
Thy serious lessons to attend. 
For they I ween shall be with goodness fraught^ 
Whether thou bid me meditate 
On man, in untaught Nature's state ; 
How far this life he ought to prize ;• 
How far its transient scenes despise ; 
What heights his reason may attain, 
And where its proud attempts are vain ; 
What toils his virtue ought to brave, 
For Hope*s rewarding joys beyond the grave : 
Or if in man redeem'd you bid me trace 
Each wondrous proof of Heaven's transcendent grace j 
Then breathe some sparks of that celestial fii e, 

Which in the raptur'd seraph glows above, 
Where sainted myriads crowd the joyful choir, 

And harp their praises round the throne of love. 
The trifling sons of Levity and Pride 
Hence shall thy awful seriousness exclude; 
Nor shall loud Riot's thoughtless train 
With frantic mirth this grot profane. 
No foe to peace shall here iatrude. 
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For thou wilt kindly bid each sound subside. 
Save such as soothe the list'ning sense. 
And serves to aid thy influence : 
Save where, soft-breathing o'er the plain. 
Mild Zephyr waves the rustling grain ; 
Or where some stream, from rocky source. 
Slow trickles down its ceaseless course ; 
Or where the sea's imperfe6l roar 
Comes gently murm'ring from the distant shore* 

But most in Philomel, sweet bird of night. 

In plaintive Philomel, is thy delight : 

For shej or studious to prolong her grief. 
Or oft to vary her exhaustless lay. 

With frequent pause, from thee shall seek relief^ 
Nor close her strain, till dawns the noisy day. 

Without thy aid, to happier tasteful art. 
No deep instruflive science could prevjul : 
For only where thou dost preside. 
Can wit's inventive powers be tried j 
And reason's better task would fail. 

Did not thy haunts the serious theme impart. 
The critic, that with plodding head. 
Toils o'er the learning of the dead ; 
The cloister*d hermit that explores. 
By midnight lamp, religion's stores j 
Each sage that marks with thoughtful gastei 
The lunar orb or planet's maze I 
And every bard, that strays along 
The sylvan shade^ intent on sacred song} 
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Shall all to thee those various praises give, 

Which, through thy friendly aid, themselves receive ; 

For though thou mayst from glory '3 seats retire, , 

Where loud applause proclaim the honour'd name; 
Yet doth thy modest wisdom still inspire 

Each nobler work that swells the voice of Fame. 
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TO 

SLEEP. 



BY 

T, SMOLLET, M. D. 



Soft Sleep, profoundly pleasing powefi 
Sweet patron of the peaceful hour, 
O listen from thy calm abode, 
And hither wave thy magic rod ; 
Extend thy silent, soothing sway, 
And charm the canker Care away. 
Whether thou lov*st to glide along^ 
Attended by an airy throng 
Of gentle dreams and smiles of joy, 
Such as adorn the wanton boy ; 
Or to the monarch's fancy bring 
Delights that better suit a king; 
The glittering host, the groaning plain^ 
The clang of arms, and vi(5lor's train } 
Or^ should a milder vision please. 
Present the liappy scenes of peace ; 
Plump Antumn, blushing all around. 
Rich Industry with toil embrown'd. 
Content, with brow serenely gay. 
And genial Art's refulgent ray. 



Ot)E XLIII. 



TO 

SLEEP. 



BY MR. H. 



Friend to the gloomy shade of night I 
Vast source of fanciful delight 1 
Power! whose care-dissolving sway^ 
The slave that pants o'er Indian hills. 
The wretch whom snow- girt Zembla chills. 
And wide creation's fertile race obey ; 
The joyous choristers that flit in air, 
The mutes that dwell beneath the silver flood. 
The savage Howling o'er th' affrighted wood. 
And man, th' imperious lord of all, thy power declare. 

Thy magic wand can oft restrain 
The miser's sordid hopes of gain ; 
Can make each heart- felt trouble ceas<; : 
Or from the sickening thought suspend 
The image of a dying friend ; 

VoL XHl. C 
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And lull Suspicion's wakeful eyes in peace. 
If thou but soothe the faithful lover's rest. 
No fond remembrance of each parting sigh. 
Of Beauty's smile, or Pity's streaming eye, 
In griefs soft moments steal around his aching breast 

Fair Virtue's friend ! thou ne'er shalt shed 
Thy blessings o'er the impious head. 
Or 'midst the noise of crowds be found; 
Thy balm-distilling sweets alone 
To ermin'd Innocence are known. 
And gay Content, with rural garlands crown'd. 
By thee the shadow-trembling murderer's guilt 
With doubled terror wrings the tortur'd soul. 
The purpled steel, the life-destruftive bowl, 
JRecall: the baleful horrors of the blood he spilt. 

When by some pale and livid light 

I cheat the tedious hours of night. 

Indulging o'er the Attic page : 

The dying taper warns to rest, 

Thy visions seize my ravish'd breast, 
And pi61ur'd beauties real woes assuage. 
O'er Helicon my bleeting lambs I guard. 
Or, mix'd with dull Boeotia's simple swains, 
Protedl my flocks in humble Ascra's plains. 
And view the sky-born sisters hail their fkvourit^ bard. 



OdeXLIil. ODES* 1^ 

Methinks I bear the Theban lyre j 

I feel my ravish*d soul aspire : 
. . The nymphs surround the infant boy. 

Already, conscious of his fame, 

The festive choirs their hopes proclaim. 
While Pan exults with uncouth signs of joy* 
For thee, sole glory of thy abje6t race, 
The thyjtie-fcd bees their luscious sweets diffusei 
To soothe the numbers of thy copious muse^ 
Lnd in Boeotia fix each coy reluctant grace* 

Oft, fip'd with Bacchanalian rage. 

The Father of the Grecian stage^ 

In terror clad, annoys my rest 5 

I feel unnumber'd horrors rise I 

The sight forsakes my swimming eyes. 
While hissing furies rush upon my breast. 
In solemn pomp^ I see old Gela mourn. 
Dissolved in grief beside the poet's grave. 
To sorrowing sounds he lulls each plaintive wave^ 
lis willows fading, and his sea-green mantle torn. 

With longing taste, with eager lip* 

In raptur'd visions oft I sip 

The honey of the tragic bee : 

Whose strains could every tempest quell. 

Could every noxious blast dispel, 
And still- the hollow roaring of the sea. 
^hose powerful fancy, whose exhaustless vein, 
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Whose daring genius, whose triumphant wing. 
Deep source from whence ten thousand rivers springy 
Just bounds could limit^ and each rigid rule restrain. 

How oft, inspired with magic dread. 

By Fancy to the cave I'm led, 

Where sits the wise Pierian sage ; 

With piercing eye, with pensive mind, 

Ii\ attic solitude reclinM, 
Stern Virtue's precepts chill the poet's rage. 
Blest bardl whose muse, mid mildest mortals strong) 
Could each rebellious appetite controul. 
Could wake each tender feeling of the soul. 
And deck instru6lion in the pleasing charms of song. 

With patriot ardor I behold 

The mirthful Muse for freedom bold ; 

Tho' chaste, severe; tho' poignant, sweet; 
• For long uncertain where to rest. 

At length upon the poet's breast 
The sportive Graces fix'd their gay retreat. 
With simpler strains the Doric Muses charm ; 
And oft to nobler themes of heavenly praise 
As Libya's poet hymns his solemn lays, 
The wanton Teian loves each chaster thought disarm* 

Thiis may thy languid charms dispense 
Their blessings o'er my ravish'd sense, 
By thee to Attic worlds convey'd. 
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Thus, if at Juno's fond request. 

Thou e'er on Ida's top opprest 
Th' Almighty Thunderer with thy dewy shade, 
To soothe one mortal thy fond care employ 1 
Andy Morpheus, thus may thy mild Lethean powers, 
For ever hovering round my midnight hours, 
Thro' Fancy's mirror wrap me in ideal joy. 
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BY JAMES SCOTT, D, D, 



Why, gentle God, this long delay. 
Since Night, and careless Quiet reigns } 
Oh, hither take thy silent way. 
And sooth, ah sooth my wakeful pains I 
So shall my hands for thee the wreath entwine. 
And strew fresh poppies at thy votive shrine. 

When from the North, all wan and pale. 
The sun withdraws his cheerful light. 
And, arm'd with whirlwind, frost, and hail. 
The big clouds bring the half year's night, 
Qiiick to their caves the shiv'ring natives tend, 
And hear without the rattling storms descend. 

Then, strelcht along the shaggy bed. 
To thee, indulgent Power, they cry ; 
Borne on thy wings, with happier speed| 
The leaden- footed moments fly i 
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While Fancy paints Spring's visionary stores, 

f\jid calls the distant sun to wake thesliimbVingflow'rs* 



Nor yet is Sleep's supreme command 

Confin'd to these cold dreary plains ; 

O'er sultry Libya's boiling sand 

This universal monarch reigns ; 
Vnd where with heat the sable Indians glow, 
Vhile streams of light through purest aether fldW« 

Weary and faint the dusky slaves 
From cold Potosi's mines retire. 
From nigged rocks, and darkling caves. 
When scarce the pietnting lungs respire : 
'o citron shades they take their pensive way, 
^here, bath'd in od'rous winds, their listless limbs 
they lay. 

The tyrant's voice, the galling chain, 
Th' uplifted scourge no more they fear. 
Deep slumbers drown the sense of pain ; 
And, floating through the peopled air, 
leal froms in pleasing order rise, 
i.nd bright illusions swim before their eyes* 

Now Orellana's foaming tide 
With pliant arms they seem to cleave j 
And now the light canoe to guide 
Across Muenca's glassy wave ; 
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Or chase in jocund troops the savage prey. 
Through woods impervious to the solar ray. 

Some gentle youth, by love betniy'^jj^ 
Recalls the joys he felt of old. 
When, wandVing with his sable maid 
Through groves of vegetable gold. 
He clasp'd her yielding to his raptur'd breast. 
And free froni guile his honest soul exprest* 

Sleep on, n\uch-injur'd hapless swain^^ 

Nor wake thy cruel fate to moan. 

To curse th' insatiate tliirst of gain. 

And proud Iberia*s bloody son 1 
Old India's genius wept o'er millions slain. 
And streams of gore ran foaming to the main. 

« 

But why to tragic scenes like these 
Wilt thou, my restless fancy, rov^ \ 
Bear me to climes of downy ease. 
To climes that sleep, and silence love : 
Whether the shades of Lemnos most invite. 
Or dark Cimmerian caves the still abode of nighty 

Fond fables all !— The partial God 
Is flown to Belgians drowsy plains. 
There waves his Lethe-sprinkled rod. 
And link'd with kindred Dullness reigns : 
'Midst stagnant pools, the Bittern's safe retreat. 
Beset with osiers dank behold his gloomy seat \ 
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His dwelling is a straw-built shed. 
Safe from the sun's too curious eye, 
A yew-tree rears its blighted head, ' 

And frogs and rooks are croaking nigh ; 
hrough many a chink the hollow murm'ring breeze 
3unds like the distant hum of swarming bees. 

And more to feed his slumbers soft, 
And lull him in his senseless swoon. 
The hard rain beats upon the loft. 
And swiftly-trickling tumbles down ; 
M livelier, ruder sounds are banishM far, 
'he lute's shrill voice, and brazen throat of war* 

Hence let me woo thee, God of ease, 
Ah, leave thy fav*rite haunt awhile. 
And bid the midnight hours to please. 
And bid the midnight gloom to smile ! 
>h come, and o'er my weary limbs diffuse 
^he slumb'rous weight of sweet oblivious dews! 

Bring to thy soft enchanting dreams. 

Such as enamourM Petrarch knew. 

When, stretch'd by Sorgia's gentle streams, 

Fair Laura's form his fancy drew : 
)h 1 see he wooes the soul-dissolving maid, 
Lnd grasps with eager arms the visionary shade. 

At morn he sung the tender tale. 

He sung his Laura's matchless charms^ 
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And every tree in Clausa^s vale 
Attentive breathM Love's soft alarms ; 
Ev'n hoary monks full many a careless bead 
Have dropt, and left their Aves half unsaid. 
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TO 

SOLITUDE. 



BY JOSEPH WARTON, D. D. 



Thou, that at deep dead of night 

Walk'st forth beneath the pale moon's light. 

In robe of flowing black array'd, 

While cypress -leaves thy brows o'ershade : 

Listening to the crowing cock, 

And the distant sounding clock ; 

Or sitting in thy cavern low, 

Dost hear the bleak winds loudly blow, 

Or the hoarse death-boding owl. 

Or village mastifPs wakeful howl. 

While through thy melancholy room 

A dim lamp casts an awful gloom : 

Thou, that on the meadow green. 

Or daisy'd upland, art not seen, 

But wandering by the dusky nooks. 

And the pensive- falling brooks, 

Or near some rugged, her bless rock. 

Where no shepherd keeps his flock I 

Musing Maid, to thee 1 come. 

Hating the tradeful city's hum ; 
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O let me calmly dwell with thee, 
From noisy mirth and business free; 
With Meditation seek the skies. 
This folly- fetter'd world despise I 
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TO 

SOLITUDE. 

BY JAMES GRAINGER, M. D. 
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O Solitude I romantic maid. 
Whether by nodding towers you tread^ 
Or haunt the desert's trackless gloom. 
Or hover o'er the yawning tomb. 
Or climb the Andes' clifted side. 
Or by the Kile's coy source abide. 
Or starting from your half-year's sleep 
From Hecla view the thawing deep, 
Or at the purple dawn of day, 
Tadmor's marble wastes survey ; 
You, Recluse, again I woo. 
And again your steps pursue. 

Plum'd Conceit himself surveying, 
Folly with her shadow playing. 
Purse-proud, elbowing Insolence, 
Bloated empiric, pufF'd Pretence, 
Noise that through a trumpet speaks. 
Laughter in loud peals that breaks. 
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Intrusion with a fopling's face 
(Ignorant of time and place). 
Sparks of fire Dissention blowing, 
Du6lile, court-bred Flattery, bowings 
Restraint's stiff neck, Grimace's leer^ 
Squint-ey'd Censure's artful sneer. 
Ambition's buskins steep*d in bloody 
Fly thy presence, Solitude. 

Sage Reflection bent with years. 
Conscious Virtue void of fears. 
Muffled Silence, wood-nymph shy^ 
Meditation's piercing eye. 
Halcyon Peace on moss reclin'd, 
Retrospefl that scans the mi Ad, 
Rapt earth-gazing Resvery, 
Blushing artless Modesty, 
Health that snuffs the morning air^ 
FuU-cy'd Truth with bosom barej 
Inspiration, Nature's child, 
Seek the solitary wild* 

You with the tragic Muse retir'd 
The wise Euripides inspir'd ; 
You taught the sadly- pleasing air 
That Arhens sav'd from ruins bare* 
You gave the Cean's tears to flow, 
And unlock'd the springs of woe; 
You penn'd what exil'd Naso thought^ 
And pour'd the melancholy note. 






With Petrarch o'er Valcluae you stray'd, ■ 
When Death snatch'd his long*lov'd maid % 
You taught the rocks her loss to mourn. 
You strew'd with flow'rs her virgin urn* 
And late in Hagley you were seen, 
With blood-shed eyes, and sombre nuen. 
Hymen his yellow vestment tore. 
And Dirge a wreath of cypress wore* 
But chief your own the solemn lay 
That wept Narcissa young and gay. 
Darkness clapp'd her sable wing. 
While you touch'd the mournful strings 
Anguish left the pathless wild, 
Grim-fac'd Melancholy smil'd. 
Drowsy Midnight ceas*d to yawn. 
The starry host put back the dawn. 
Aside their harps ev'n Seraphs flung 
To hear the sweet Complaint, O Youngs 

Whffn all Nature's hush*d asleep. 
Nor Love nor Guilt their vigils keepi 
Soft you leave your cavern'd den, 
And wander o'er the works of men. 
But when Phosphor brings the dawn« 
By her dappled coursers drawn, 
Again you to the wild retreat. 
And the early huntsman meet. 
Where, as you pensive pace along, 
You catch the distant shepherd's song. 
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, Or brush from herbs the pearly dew. 
Or the rising primrose view. 
Pevotion lends her heav'n-plum'd wings, 
You mount, and Nature with you sings. 
But when raid- day fervors glow, 
^^To upland airy shades you go. 
Where never sun-burnt woodman came^ 
Nor sportsman chas'd the timid game \ 
And there, beneath an oak reclinM, 
With drowsy waterfalls behind. 
You sink to rest. 
\Till the tuneful bird of night 
From the neighboring poplar's height. 
Wake you with her solemn strain^ 
And t^ach pleased Echo to complain. 

With you roses brighter bloom. 
Sweeter every sweet perfume. 
Purer every fountain flows. 
Stronger every wilding groWs* . 

Let those toil for gold who please, 
Or for fame renounce their ease. 
What is fame ? an empty bubble ; 
Gold? a transient, shining trouble. 
Let them for their country bleed. 
What was Sydney's, Raleigh's meed ? 
Man's not worth a moment's pain. 
Base, ungrateful, fickle, vain. 
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Then let me, scque8ter*d fair, 
To your Sibyl grot repair, 
On yon hanging clifFit stands 
^coop'd by Nature's salvage hands, 
Bosom'd in the gloomy shade 
Of cypress, not with age decay'd. 
Where the owl still hooting flits. 
Where the bat incessant sits, 
There in loftier strains I'll sing 
Whence the changing seasons springs 
Tell how storms deform the skies, 
Whence the waves subside and rise^ 
Trace the comet's blazing tail. 
Weigh the planets in a scale j 
Bend, great God, before thy shrine, 
The bournless microcosm's thine. 

Save me ! what's yon shrouded shade. 
That wanders in the dark- brown glade \ 
It beckons me 1 — vain fears, adieu. 
Mysterious ghost, I follow you. 
Ah me i. too well that gait I know. 
My youth's first friend, my manhood's woe ! 
Its breast it bares 1 What 1 stain'd with blood I 
Q^ick let me staunch the vital flood. 
O spirit, whither art thou flown ? 
Why left me comfortless alone ? 
O Solitude, on me bestow 
The hearts felt harmony of woe, 
. Xlll. D 
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Such, such, as on th' Ausonian shore. 
Sweet Dorian Moschus trill'd of yore i 
No time should cancel thy desert, 
More^ more^ than Bion was, thou wert. 

O goddess of the tearful eye 

The never-ceasing stream supply* 

Let us with Retirement go 

To chamels, and the house of woe. 

O'er Friendship's herse low-drooping mourn^ 

Where the sickly tapers burn. 

Where Death and nun-clad Sorrow dwell, 

And nightly ring the solemn knell. 

The gloom dispels, the charnel smiles, 

Light flashes through the vaulted isles* 

Blow silky soft, thou western gale, 

O goddess of the desert, hail I 

She bursts from yon clifF-riven cave, 

Insulted by the wintry wave; 

Her brow an ivy-garland binds. 

Her tresses wanton with the winds, 

A lion's spoils, without a 2!one, 

Around her limbs are careless thrown ; 

Her right-hand wields a knotted mace ; 

Her eyes roll wild, a stride her pace ; 

Her left a magic mirror holds. 

In which she oft herself beholds. 

O goddess of the desert, hail 1 

And softer blow thou western gale I 
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Since in each scheme of life Fve fail'd) 
And disappointment seems entail'd ; 
Since all on earth I valued most, 
My guide, my stay, my friend is lost ; 
You, only you, can make me blest. 
And hush the tempest in my breast. 
Then gently deign to guide my feet 
To your hermit- trodden seat. 
Where I may live at last my own. 
Where I at last may die unknown* 

I spoke, she twin'd her magic ray. 
And thus she said, or seem'd to say : 
Youth, youVe mistaken, if you think to find 
In shades a medicine for a troubled mind ; 
Wan Grief will haunt you wheresoever you go^ 
Sigh in the breeze, and in the streamlet flow. 
There pale Inaflion pines his life away. 
And, satiate, curses the return of day : 
There naked Frenzy laughing wild with pain^ 
Or bares the blade, or plunges in the main : 
There Superstition broods o*er all her fears. 
And yells of demons in the Zephyr hears. 
But if a hermit you're resolv'd to dwell, 
And bid to social life a last farewell ; 
'Tis impious— 

God never made an independent man, 
'Twould jar the concord of his general plan: 
See every part of that stupendous whole, 
<< Whose body Nature is, and God the soul \^^ 



36 ODEf. OdtXU^L 

To one great end, the general good, conspire. 
From matter, brute, to man, to seraph, fire. 
Should man through Nature solitary roam, • 
His will his sovereign, every where his home, 
What force would guard him from the lion's jaw? 
What swiftness wing him from the panther's paw ? 
Or should Fate lead liim to some safer shore 
Where panthers never prowl, nor lions roar : 
Where liberal Nature all her charms bestows. 
Suns shine, birdssing,flowers bloom, and water flows, 
Fool, dost thou think he'd revel on the store. 
Absolve the care of Heav*n, nor ask for more i 
Tho' waters fiow'd, flowers bloom'd, and Phoebus 

shone. 
He'd sigh, he'd murmur that Jie was alone. 
For know, the Maker on the human breast 
A sense of kindred, country, man, imprest ; 
And social life to better, aid, adorn, 
With proper faculties each mortal's born. 

Though Nature's works the ruling mind declarci 
And well deserve enquiry's serious care. 
The Qod (whatever misanthropy may say) 
Shines, beams in man with most unclouded ray. 
What boots it thee to fly from pole to pole, 
Hang o'er the sun, and with the planets roll ? 
What boots through space's furthest bournsto roam; 
If thou, O man, a stranger art at home ? 
Then know thyself, the human mind survey, 
The use, the pleasure will the toil repay. 
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Hence Inspiration plans his manner'd laysy 

Hence Homer's crown ; and, Shakspere, hence thy 

bays. 
Hence he, the pride of Athens, and the shame. 
The best and wisest of mankind became. 
Nor study only, practise what you know. 
Your life, your knowledge, to mankind you owe* 
With Plato's olive wreath the bays entwine : 
Those who in study, shoul4 in practice shine. 
Say, does the learned Lord of Hagley's shade. 
Charm man so much by mossy fountains laid, 
As when, arousM, lie stems Corruption's course. 
And shakes the senate with a Tully's force ? 
When Freedom gasp'd beneath a Caesar's feet. 
Then public virtue might to shades retreat; 
But where she breathes, the least may useful be. 
And Freedom, Britain, still belongs to thee. 
Though man's ungrateful, orthough Fortune frown. 
Is the reward of worth a song, or crown ? 
Nor yet unrecompenc'd are Virtue's pains. 
Good Allen lives, and bounteous Brunswick reigns. 
On each condition disappointments wait. 
Enter the hut, and force the guarded gate. 
Nor dare repine, though early Friendship bleed. 
From love, the world, and all its cares he's freed. 
But know. Adversity's the child of God ; 
Whom Heaven approves of most, most feel her rod. 
When smooth old Ocean and each storm's asleep, 
Then Ignorance may plough the wat'ry deep ; 
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But when the demons of the tempest rave. 
Skill must condu6t the vessel through the wave. 
Sydney, what good man envies not thy blow ^ 
"Who would not wish Anytus for a foe I 
Intrepid Virtue triumphs over Fate, 
The good can never be unfortunate. 
And be this maxim graven in thy mind. 
The height of virtue is to serve mankind. 

But when old age has silver'd o'er thy head^ 
When memory fails, and all thy vigour's fled | 
Then may'st thou seek the stillness of retreat ; 
Then hear aloof the human tempest beat ; 
Then will I greet thee to my woodland cave. 
Allay the pangs of age, and smooth thy grave. 



ODE XLVII. 



TO 

SUPERSTITION. 

BY JOSEPH WARTON, D. D. 



Hence to some convent's gloomy isles. 

Where cheerful day- light never smiles, 
yrant, from Albion haste to slavish Rome ; 

There by dim taper's livid light. 

At the still solemn hours of night, 
1 pensive musings walk o'er many a sounding tomb. 

Thy clanking chains, thy crimson steel. 

Thy venom'd darts, and barbarous wheel, 
lalignant fiend, bear from this isle away, 

Nor dare in Error's fetters bind 

One active, freeborn, British mind, 
.'hat strongly strives to spring indignant from thy sway. 

Thou bad'st grim Moloch's frowning priest. 
Snatch screaming infants from the breast, 
legardless of the frantic mother's woes : 
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Thou led*st the ruthless sons of Spain 
To wondering India's golden plain, 
From deluges of blood where tenfold harvests rose. 

But lo t how swiftly art thou fled. 
When Reason lifts his radiant head ; 

When his resounding, awful voice they hear^ 
Blind Ignorance, thy doating sire, 
Thy daughter, trembling Fear, retire ; 

And all thy ghastly train of terrors disappear. 

So by the Magi hail'd from far. 

When Phoebus mounts his early car, 
The shrieking ghosts to their dark charnels flock; 

The full-gorg'd wolves retreat, no more 

The prowling lionesses roar, 
But hasten with their prey to some deep cavem'd rocki 

Hail then, ye friends of Reason hail. 

Ye foes to Mystery's odious veil, 
To Truth's high temple guide my steps aright, 

Where Clarke and Wollaston reside. 

With Locke and Newton by their side. 
While Plato sits above enthron'd in endless light. 
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TO 

TASTE. 



BY MR« H. 



Say, Goddess, wilt thou never smile 
Indulgent on Britannia's isle ! 
Hither thy gentle footsteps bend, 
On Albion's sea-girt cliffs descend; 
O come, and with thy genial ray 
Chase every gloomy cloud away : 
No more shall Ignorance preside. 
Or Gothic Rage in triumph ride. 
Let Judgment, thy unshaken friend. 
With polish'd elegance attend: 
Simplicity, meek rural queen. 
With downcast looks and modest mien. 
In loosely- flowing neat attire. 
Shall charm thee with her rustic lyre. 
To that in her enchanting court 
The frolic Graces ever sport. 
And guarded by their watchful aid, 
The finer Arts shall never fade. 
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Blest power ! whose charms alone dispense 
K keener rapture to each sense : 
. If Melody enchant my breast. 
Or sooth my soften'd soul to rest. 
By thee may every strain be crown'd, 
May'st thou still harmonize each sound. 
If blooming colours seem to live. 
May you fresh life and vigour give; 
May you restrain each poet's rage. 
Or animate his purer page. 
Dost thou his savage wrath appease, 
JEv'n Terror's giant form can please ; 
'Mid shadowy shapes in dead of night 
That shoot across my dazzled sight ; 
'Mid spedlres of enormous size, 
'Mid ghosts that from their charnels rise, 
'Mid shrouded friends who solemn stalk. 
And haunt me in my midnight walk; 
While wild-^inds blust'ring round my head> 
Inspire me \yith poetic dread ; 
Thro' closing shc^des, o'er valleys green, 
May'st thou still solemnize the scene ; 
And as the storms innoxious roll, 
pour thy lov'd horrors o*cr my soul. 

Yet not alone Britannia's shore 
Thy fatal absence shall deplore. 
See old Achaia's genius mourn. 
His bosom bare, his garments torn ; 
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See his generous patriot breast 
By all his country's wrongs opprest« 
See him with haughty fix'd disdain 
Lament his dastard sons in vain 1 
To fairer happier climes belong 
The painter*s tints, the poet's song. 
Lo 1 conscious of approaching night. 
Where Pi6lure wings her destin'd flight : 
Behold deje6led Sculpture stand 
Prepared to leave our desert land. 
Yet, Goddess, yet thy secret fire 
With wond'ring rapture we admire. 
By thee 'mid rugged rocks we find 
Each speaking passion of the mind. 
With awful horror we behold 
Th' immense Alcides* monstrous mould : 
While Venus, queen of soft desires, 
Each tender, gentler thought inspires. 

O Alexander! not alone 

The warrior's skill to thee was known ; 

Fair Science, heaven- descended ^laid, 

Confesses thy propitious aid : 

To thee the grateful Arts shall raise 

JBternal monuments of praise. 

Behold with thee they die away, 

To Roman ignorance a prey. 

And lo ! again in conquering Rome 

^ith all their usfual vigour bloom; 
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Again they feel the fatal blow, 
An4 sink beneath the Vandal foe. 
Once more the arts began to spread. 
Once more gay Science rear*d her head; 
Alas 1 in vain slie strove t' assuage 
The enthusiast zealot's bigot rage. 
Wilt thou, O Taste, again appear, 
: Protectress of each circling yearl 
Wilt thou in all thy wonted prime 
Review this lost unhallow'd clime I 
Or where far distant regions lie, 
'Mid dreary deserts bloom and die \ 
Say, shall the stern Olympian god 
No more in living marble nod \ 
Shall never Raphael charm the heart, 
Shall never Nature yield to art. 
Shall never Maro*s beauties shine, 
Except in Armstrong's classic line I 
And does no Xeo now remain, 
Who yet shall clear thy drooping train I 
There are, who still thy aid implore. 
Who still thy sovereign power adore ^ 
Thy relifts with religious fear 
Fond Italy shall yet revere, 

Sweet Power I in simple pomp arrayM 
Be all thy native charms display 'd. 
Again reviving Sculpture breathes ; 
Fair Science trims her blasted wreathsjf 
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Witli suppHant willing hand to thee 
The pencil Pifture shall decree ; 
With one consent the Muse's choir 
To thee shall dedicate the lyre. 

Come, Goddess, feast my longing sights 
Let me dire6t thy pleasing flight : 
Whatever voluptuous slaves could boast 
On fair Phaeacia's sunny coast, 
Whate'er the poet's fancy taught. 
Or imag'd to his wanton thought : 
For thee a happier fate remains ; 
You still shall view more blissful plains, 
Where the soft guardian of thy charms. 
Experts thee to his longing arms ; 
He shall with fixt attention gaze, 
Shall crown thee with immortal bays, 
With lenient hand thy cares assuage. 
Protect thee from Time's lawless ragcn 
The taunt of Scorn, the dark revile, 
The languid, faint-approving smile, 
The noise of Mirth, the plaintive sigh. 
And simpering Folly's heedless eye. 

Wouldst thou with Innocence reside. 
Behold the temple's modest pride i 
Or in the darksome cavern'd cell 
With solitary hermits dwell : 
Wouldst thou with faint desponding aii* 
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To melancholy vaults repair. 

With aching, sicken'd, cold review. 

Bid every sorrow stream anew ; 

Here may'st thou weep thy favourite RomCy 

Sad-sighing o*er each martyr's tomb : 

Meek Pity, Attic maid, shall join 

Her tender social tears with thine. 

O'er every urn fresh laurels strow^ 

And fondly emulate thy woe. 

Or wouldst thou newer worlds survey^ 

Where darkness holds her barren sway; 

Where ne'er the Muse's chaplet blew ; 

Where Learning's laurel never grew ; 

Where Nature to our wond'ring eyes 

Each salutary herb supplies; 

Where flowers their fragrant sweets difiTuse; 

Where trees distil their kindly dews ; 

And, blest with ev'ry power to heal, 

Soft slumbers o'er the senses steaU 

In such enchanting, artless scenes, 

•Mid bowery mazes, spreading greens/ 

Sooth'd by the breezy western gale. 

In scented grove, of rocky dale, 

Or wand'ring from the russet cot. 

To seek the deep-embosom'd grot. 

Beneath the orange shade inclos'd. 

Or in the myrtle bower repos'd, 

Or where the flaunting flowers have wo^d 

With mingled sweets the high alcove. 
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Each Indian wooes his favourite mate ; 
What Nature didlates they relate : 
No youths by love's cold arts are woni 
Nor maids by easy faith undone ; 
With eye uprais'd the simple swain 
Dreads not the tortures of disdain, 
Buty kneeling at his fair one's feet. 
Breathes vows unconscious of deceit : 
Each pleasing sound she sighs to hear 
Repeated on her longing ear; 
Amaz'dy nor anxious to control 
The mutual wishes of her soul. 
Attests each unknown power above^ 
As witness of her spotless love ; 
Yety rack*d by fond distrustful fears. 
Pours out her aching heart in tears. 
And tells to her admiring youth 
Sweet tales of innocence and truths 

Fancy such raptures shall suggest, 
Lov'd inmate of thy ravishM breast ; 
Shall point where wanton zephyrs stray. 
And o'er th* unruffled ocean play ; 
Or snatch thee to some wave-worn shore^ 
Where fierce Atlantic surges roar : 
Where Plata with resistless force 
Thro* deserts rolls his rapid course. 
Or where Maranan proudly laves 
Watte regions with his circling waves ; • 
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Where boundless Oroonoko fills 
His channels from a thousand hills. 
And with regardless rage destroys ; 
While twenty mouths, with hideous n(Hse| 
From some immense Peruvian steep 
Spout his vexM billows to the deep. 
Thus while you view the tyrant flood. 
Wild dread shall chill thy loitering blood ; 
And frighted Fancy, self-amaz*d. 
Start at the phantom she had rais'd. 

Should Nature*s simple beauties fail. 
And Art's gay. struflures more prevail^ 
Here too the polish'd dome is placed. 
With each Vitruvian beauty grac*d: 
Or wouldst thou at the early dawn 
Transport thee to the dew-clad lawn : 
Or from the mid-day fervor rove 
Beneath the silent plantane grove : 
Or with the fairy elves be seen 
In dances on the level green : 
Should baleful War, 'mid loud alarms, 
'Mid vanquished foes, and conquering armS) 
*Mid hosts o'erthrown, and myriads slain, 
On Britain fix his iron reign: 
Should Jove's fair daughter, oliv'd PcacC| 
Bid the wild battle's tumult cease ; 
In polish'd ease you still shall share 
Thy kind' protestor's fostering care; 
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His faithful love shall still appear. 
His friendly aid shall still be near. 
His constant, his unweary'd power 
Shall lull thee in the balmy bower; 
Shall watch thee o'er the dewy glade. 
And guard ihtt from the midnight shades 

• 

Thou too shalt all his toils repay. 
Slow-lingering here with fond delay ; 
Here shalt thou choose thy ifavourite seat. 
Here fix thy last, thy blest retreat : 
Each old Athenian bloom reg^n. 
And here in attic splendor reignl 
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ODE XLTX. 



TO 

WISDOM. 

BY MRS. CARTER* 

' ' ' ' ■ I ' . ■ I . . I 



The solitary Bird of Night 

Thro' the pale shades now wings his flight| 

And quits the time-shook tow'r : 
Where, shelter'd from the blaze of day, 
In philosophic gloom he lay, 

Beneath his ivy bow'r. 

With joy I hear the solemn sound. 
Which midnight echoes waft around, 

And sighing gales repeat: 
Fav'rite of Pallas I I attend, 
Aiid, faithful to thy summons bend 

At Wisdom's awful seat. 

She loves the cool, the silent eve, 
Where no false shows of life deceive. 

Beneath the lunar ray : 
Here Folly drops each vain disguise. 
Nor sport her gayly-colour'd dyes, 

As in the glare of day. 
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O Pallas 1 queen of cv'ry art 

<< That glads the sense, or mendi the heart,*' 

Blest source of purer joys : 
In ev'ry form of beauty bright. 
That captivates the mental sight 

With pleasure and surprise I 

To thy unspotted shrine I bow: 
Assist thy modest suppliant's vow. 

That breathes no wild desires; 
But, taught by thy unerring rules 
To shun the fruitless wish of fools. 

To nobler views aspires. 

Not Fortune's Gem, Ambition's plume^ 
Nor Cytherea's fading bloom. 

Be objefts of my pray'r : ' 
Let Av'rice, Vanity, and Pride, 
These glitt'ring envy'd toys divide. 

The dull rewards of care. 

To me thy better gifts impart. 
Each moral beauty of the heart 

By studious thought refin'd : 
For Wealth, the smiles of glad content^ 
For Pow'r, its amplest, best extent. 

An empire o'er my mind. 

When Fortune drops her gay parade. 
When Pleasure's transient roses fade, 
And wither ic the tomb : 
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Unchang'd is thy immortal prize^ 
Thy ever- verdant laurels rise 
In undecaying bloom. 

By thee protefled I defy 

The coxcomb's sneer, the stupid lie 

Of ignorance and spite : 
Alike contemn the leaden fool. 
And all the pointed ridicule 

Of undiscerning wit. 

From envy, hurry, noise and strife^ 
The dull impertinence of life. 

In thy retreat I rest: 
Pursue thee to the peaceful groves, 
Where Plato's sacred spirit roves 

In all thy graces drest. 

He bid Ilyssus' tuneful stream 
-Convey thy philosophic theme 

Of perfect, fair, and good : 
Attentive Athens caught the sound, 
And all her listening sons around. 

In awful silence stood. 

Reclaimed her wild licentious youth, 
Confest the potent voice of truth, 

And felt itajust controul : 
The passions ceas'd their loud alarms. 
And Virtue's soft persuasive charms 

0*er all their senses stole. 
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Thy breath inspires the poet's song^ 
The patriot's free unbiassed tongue^ 

The hero's gen'rous strife ; 
Thine are retirement's silent joys. 
And all the sweet endearing ties 

Of stilly domestic life. 

No more to fabled names confin'd, 
To thee! supreme, all-perfe6l*mind, 

My thoughts direft their flight : 
Wisdom's thy gift, and all her force 
From thee deriv'd, unchanging source 

Of intelledual light 1 

O send her sure, her steady ray 
To regulate my doubtful way. 

Thro' life's perplexing road : 
The mists of error to controul. 
And thro* its gloom dire6l my soul 

To happiness and good. 

Beneath her clear discerning eye^ 
The visionary shadows fly 

Of Folly's painted show : 
She sees, thro* ev'ry fair disguise. 
That all, but Virtue's solid joys. 

Is vanity and woe. 
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ODE L. 
CONTRAST 

To tte Forefofaig 

•bDE TO WISDOM. 



Now see ray Goddess, earthly born, 
With smiling looks, and sparkling eyes, 

And with a bloom that shames the morn 
New risen in the eastern skies I 

Furnish'd from Nature's boundless store, 
A nymph of pleasure's laughing trsdn, 

Stranger to all the wise explore. 
She proves all far-sought knowledge vain* 

Untaught as Venus, when she found 
Herself first floating on the sea. 

And laughing begg'd the Tritons round 
For shame to look some other way : 

And unaccomplished all as Eve 
In the first morning of her life. 

When Adam blush'd, and ask*d her leave 
To take her hand^ and call her Wife, 
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Yet there is something in her face, 
Tho' she's unread in Plato's lore, 

Might bring even Plato to disgrace. 
For leaving precepts taught before : 

And there is magic in her eye, 
Tho' she's unskilled to conjure down 

The pale moon from th' affrighted sky. 
Would draw Endymion from the moon : 

And there are words that she can speak. 

Most easy to be understood, 
More sweet than all the heathen Greek 

By Helen talk'd, whei\ Paris woo *d: 

And she has raptures in her power, 
More worth than all the flattering claim 

Of learning's unsubstantial dower. 
In present praisei or future fame. 

Let me but kiss her soft warm hand, 

And let me whisper in her ear 
What Knowledge would not understand,^ 

And Wisdom would disdain to hear. 

And let her listen to my tale. 

And let one smiling blush arise. 
Best omen that my vows prevail 1 

I'll scorn the scorn of all the wise^ 
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CLJSS THE SECOND. 



INT&ODUCTIOK TO THE PRINCI. 

Far hence the tribe, whose servile arts delude, 
And teach the great to spurn the multitude. 
Are those unworthy of the royal heir. 
Who claim the future monarches duteous care i 
Still may thy thoughts the godlike task pursue, 
And to the many ne'er prefer the few I 
Still may*st thou fly thy fortune*s specious friends, 
Who deal forth sov'reign grace to private ends ; 
In narrow streams divert the copious tide. 
Exalt one sefl and danm the world beside : 
While with false lights dire^ing partial rule. 
The lord of nations falls a party's tool. 
Such there have been — and such, in trudi's despite, 
Disgraced the cause of liberty and right. 
But thou shalt rise superior to their arts. 
And fix thy empire in a people's hearts. 

Nor hence may fa^on boast her favourM dainif 
Where selfish passions borrow virtue's name: 
Free government alone preserves the free. 
And righteous rule is gen'ral liberty ; 
Their guiding law is freedom's native voice. 
The public good defin'd by public choice. 
And justly should the bold offenders fall. 
Who dare invade the sov'reign rights of all ; 
A king who proudly makes these claims his own, 
Or they whose rage would shake a lawful throne* 
From truths like these proceeds a right divine, 
And may the pow'r that rais'd, preserve thy seep- 
ter'd line! 



ODST. 

TO 

MANKIND. 



Is there, or do the schoolmen dream } 
Is there on earth a pow'r supreme. 

The delegate of heav*n. 
To whom an uncontrourd command. 
In every realm, o'er sea or land. 

By special grace is giv'n } 

Then say, what signs this god proclaim } 
Dwells he amidst the diamond's flame, 

A throne his hallowM shrine ? 
The borrow'd pomp, the arm'd array. 
Want, fear, and impotence betray : 

Strange proofs of pow'r divine. 

If service due from human kind. 
To men in slothful ease reclin*d 

Can form a sov'reign's claim : 
Hail, monarchs! ye, whom heav'n ordains, 
Our toils unshared, to share our gains, 

Ye idiots, blind and lame! 
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Superior virtue, wisdom, might. 
Create and mark the ruler's right| 

So reason must conclude ; 
Then thine it is, to whom belong 
The wise, the virtuous, and the strongs 

Thnce sacred multitude t 



In thee, vast All! are these contained. 
For thee are those, thy parts ordain'd. 

So nature's systems roll : 
The sceptre's thine, if such there be ; 
If none there is, then thou art free. 

Great monarch 1 mighty whole I 



Let the proud tyrant rest his cause 
On faith, prescription, force, or laws. 

And host's or senate's voice I 
His voice affirms thy stronger due. 
Who for the many made the few. 

And gave the species choice* 



Unsan6lify'd by thy command, 
Unown'd by thee, the scepter'd han<l 

The trembling slave may bind. 
But loose from nature's moral ties^ 
The oath by force impos'd belies 

The unassenting mind* 
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Thy will's thy rule, thy good its end \ 
You punish only to defend 

What parent nature gave : 
And he who dares her gifts invade. 
By nature's oldest law is made 

Thy vi6lim or thy slave. 



Thus reason founds the just decree 
On universal liberty. 

Not private rights resign'd: 
Through various nature*s wide extent^ 
No private beings e'er were meant 

To hurt the general kind. 



Thee justice guides, thee right maintains, 
Th' oppressor's wrongs, the pilf 'rer's gains^ 

Thy injur'd weal impair. 
Thy warmest passions soon subside. 
Nor partial envy, hate, nor pride. 

Thy temper'd counsels share. 



Each instance of thy vengeful rage, 
Colle^ed from each clime and age. 

Though malice swell the sum. 
Would seem a spotless scanty scroll, 
Compar'd with Marius' bloody rolU 

Or Sylla's hippodrome. 
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But thine has been imputed blame, 
Th' unworthy few assume thy name^ 

The rabble weak and loud ; 
Or those who on thy ruins feast. 
The lord, the lawyer, and the priest ^ 

A more ignoble crowd* 



Avails it thee, if one devouf sf. 
Or lesser spoilers share his pow'rs^ 

While both thy claim oppose ? 
Monsters who wore thy sully*d crown. 
Tyrants who pull'd those monsters down^ 

Alike to thee were foei* 



Far other shone fair Freedom's hand, 
far other was th' immortal stand. 

When Hampden fought for thee : 
They snatch*d from rapins's gripe thy spoils^ 
The fruits and prize of glorious toils. 

Of arts and industry. 



On thee yet foams the preacher's rage. 
On thee fierce frowns th* historian's page^ 

A false apostate train : 
Tears stream adown the martyr's tomb | 
UnpityM in their harder doom. 

Thy thousands strew the plain. 
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These had no charms to please the sense. 
No gpraceful port, no eloquence. 

To win the Muse's throng : 
Unknown, unsung, unmark'd they lie; 
But Caesar's fate o'ercasts the sky, 

And Nature mourns his wrong. 



Thy foes, a frontless band, invade ; 
Thy friends afford a timid aid. 

And yield up half the right. 
£v'n Locke beams forth a mingled ray. 
Afraid to pour the flood of day 

On man's too feeble sight* 



Hence are the motley systems fram*d. 
Of right transferred, of power reclaim'd ; 

Distinctions weak and vain. 
Wise nature mocks the wrangling herd; 
For unreclaim'd, and untransferr'd. 

Her pow'rs and rights remain. 



While law the royal agent moves. 
The instrument thy choice approves. 

We bow through him to you. 
But change, or cease th* inspiring choicCi 
The sovVeign sinks a private voice. 

Alike in one, or few 1 
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Shall then the wretch, whose dastard heart 
Shrinks at a tyrant's nobler part. 

And only dares betray ; 
With reptile wiles, alas ! prevail. 
Where force, and rage, and priest-craft fail. 

To pilfer pow'r away ? 



O t shall the bought, and buying tribe. 
The slaves who take, and deal the bribe, 

A people's claims enjoy \ 
So Indian murd*rers hope to gain 
The pow'rs, and virtues of the slain, 

Of wretches they destroy. 



** Avert it, Htav'n! you love the brave, 
** You hate the treach'rous, willing slave, 

** The self-devoted head. 
** Nor shall an hireling's voice convey 
** That sacred prize to lawless sway, 

** For which a nation bled.'* 



Vain pray'r, the coward's weak resource I 
Direfting reason, a6iive force, 

Propitious Heaven bestows. 
But ne'er shall flame the thund'ring sky, 
To aid th^ trembling herd that fly 

Before their weaker foes. 
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In names there dwell no magic charms. 
The British virtues> British arms 

Unloos'd our fathers* band : 
Say, Greece and Rome I if these should fail, 
What names, what ancestors avail. 

To save a sinking land } 



Far, far from us such ills shall be. 
Mankind shall boast one nation free. 

One. monarch truly great : 
Whose title speaks a People's choice. 
Whose sovereign will a People's voice, 

Whose strength a prosp'rous State. 



ODE IL 

ON 

TRUE GREATNESS. 



BY THE REV. MR. HUDSON. 



Let who will climb the towery steep 
Of sovereignty, with slippery strides. 

Where, on the bosom of the deep 
Below, the pitchy pinnace rides : 

A death's head flag, unfurPd to view, 

Waves ghastly ; and a sable crew 
Gaze from the deck, and seem to wait, 
Dash*d down the pointed rocks, the rash unfortunate. 

Mine be the low and level way, 

Amid the quiet vale to stray. 
Safe in some sylvan lodge to dwell. 

And lu11*d by the clear stream that speeds 

By shallow fords to rustling reeds. 
And small lakes, fring'd with homely asphodel. 

There sits the calm, the rural sage. 
With nature's volume fair in view ; 

And meditates the shining page 
Replete with wonders ever new : 

While Wisdom points on either hand. 

Where plants, and herbs, and flow'rets stand 
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In emerald groves, and shadowy glades. 

In furzy moors, or musky-smelling meads* 
Truth, in her liquid glass serene. 
To him explains each moral scene : 

Oft, in the downward skies, a train 
Of tinsel inseft he surveys. 
Or glow-worm, with fallacious blaze. 

Just emblem of court greatness, frail and vain* 

Oft in his woodland walk he stops to mark 

The spirited and youthful lark, 
Warn'd by the dawning in the dappled east. 

Lift his melodious flight thro* upper air ; 
Late the low tenant of the rushy nest 

Now sings unrivall'd in his radiant sphere* 
The pondering Hermit then sees Merit roam. 
Above the nurslings of the courtly dome, 
On Glory's sparkling wheels, rais*d from its hutn- 
ble dome. 

First of the families of fame. 

That Rome's imperial city grace. 
From rural huts and hamlets came 

The Fabian and Fabrician race ; 
With that firm judge that could contemn 
And banish the proud diadem. 
To Sabine fields she owes the vine, 
Whose tendrils yet round Virtue's column twine ; 

Which braves Oppression's wintry breath, 

And stand the icy touch of Death* 
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The leafless flock, that Fortune dooms 
To wither, with returning spring 
(While the glad flocks of Freedom sing) 

Profuse of promised sweets, with double vigour 
blooms. 

Hark t hark 1 'tis Brutus* name I hear, 
Join'd with his fair, heroic bride ; 

To Honour's hallow'd fane they steer 
Along the favourable tide ; 

To her and Safety there to place 

The tablet, vow'd to human race : 
Blow, every kind and gentle gale 

Of gratitude, and fan the swelling sail. 
High on a fleecy couch reclin'd, 
Of white and amber clouds confln*d, 

Rome's genius lifts his august head ; 
Now slow descending nearer draws, 
Hail'd with the popular applause, 

And bids the solemn pageantry proceed. 

Go, the triumphal ornaments display : 

Ye sacred Salii lead the way : 

Next led the order of Patrician blood, 
In awful march a num'rous train compose, 

And follow'd by the jubilating crowd ; 
As Cybel^ thro' Phrygian cities goes, 

Majestic, and with golden turrets crown'd : 

A hundred gods her gorgeous car surround, 

A thousand tongues acclaim ; the clanging cym-* 
bals sound. 



ODE TIL 

TO 

THE ATHEIST. 



BY R. SHEPHERD, D. D. 



Expatiate long in nice debate, 
On Chance, Necessity, and Fate : 

With learnM Lucretius stray 
In Epicurus* magic grove. 
Where the self-motion'd atoms rove 

In mazy mystic play. 

Some vain hypothesis admit. 
The specious cobweb- work of wit j 

And daringly deny 
What every objefl round avows. 
What every aft of Reason shews, 

An All-wise Deity. 

The clearest evidence contest. 
Divinely stampt on every breast. 

Since Time was taught to roll ; 
In Errors gloomy coverts stray. 
From Truth's indisputable ray 

RemotCi as pole from pole. 
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So shuts the moping bird of night 
Her feeble eyes against the light, 

Tliat glads the cheerful day ; 
And when prevailing darkness reigns. 
Thro' groves obscene, or dreary plains^ 

She wings her dubious way. 

Consult the blue expanse on high. 
The blush that psunts the morning sky. 

The cloud that nimbly rides. 
The orbs that mark with lustre bright 
The spangled mantle of the night. 

Who there supreme resides. 

Question the gaudy flowers around. 
That scent the air, or paint the ground. 

Whose influence they obey: 
Whose hand imparts the various dyes, 
At whose command they bud and rise, 

At whose command decay. 

Say ye, on down, or mountain steep. 
That stately tread, or lowly creep; 

And ye aerial throng* 
That cheer the woodland scene and fields 
With vocal strains ; whose bounty yields, 

Or sustenance or song : 

Who, in the ocean* s waste domain, 
The tenants of the watry plain 
With liberal hand supplies i 
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The floods in icy fetters binds. 
Smooths the rough surge, and lulls the winds. 
Or bids the tempest rise i 

Nature in every mystic scene 
Declares a plastic author's reign : 

Above the morning's wings. 
Beyond the sea's remotest tides. 
Beneath the daedal earth resides 

Th* Almighty King ef Kings. 



ODE IV. 



THE ENTHUSIAST. 



BY WILLIAM WHITEHEAD, ESQ. 

[Late Foet-Laureat. ] 



Gnge, I remember well the day, 
*Twas ere the blooming sweets of May 

Had lost their freshest hues: 
When every flower on ev'ry hill, 
In ev'ry vale had drank its fill 

Of sun-shine and of dews. 

In short, 'twas that sweet season's prime. 
When Spring gives up the reins of Time 

To Summer's glowing hand. 
And doubting mortals hardly know. 
By whose command the breezes blow 

Which fan the smiling land. 

'Twas then, beside a green-wood shade. 
Which cloth'd a lawn's aspiring head, 

I urg'd my devious way. 
With loitering steps regardless where. 
So soft, so genial was the air. 

So wondrous bright the day. 
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And now my eyes with transport rove 
O'er all. the blue expanse above^ 

Unbroken by a cloud 1 
And now benpth delighted pass. 
Where, winding through the deep-green grass, 

A full brimm'd river flow*d. 



I stop, I gaze ; in accents rude. 
To thee, serenest Solitude, 

Burst forth th* unbidden lay ; 
<< Begone, vile world, the learn'd, the wise^ 
The great, the busy I despise. 

And pity e'en the gay. 



** These, these are joys alone, I cry ; 
'Tis here, divine Philosophy, 

Thou deign'st to fix thy throne 1 
Here Contemplation points the road 
Thro' Nature's charms to Nature's God I 

These, these are joys alone I 



^< Adieu, ye vain low-thoughted cares. 
Ye human hopes, and human fears. 

Ye pleasures and ye pains I" 
While thus I spake, o'er all my soul 
A philosophic calmness stole, 

A stoic stillness reigns. 
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The tyrant passions all subside; 
Fear, anger, pity, shame, and pride^ 

No more my bosom move : 
Yet still I felt, or seem to feel, 
A kind of visionary zeal 

Of universal love. 



When lo t a voice, a voice I hear t 
*Twas Reason whispered in my ear 

These monitory strains : 
^ What mean' St thou, man? would*st thou u 
The ties which constitute thy kind. 

The pleasures and the pains? 



*' The same Almighty Power imseen^ 
Who spreads the gay or solemn scene 

To Contemplation's eye, 
Fix'd every movement of the soul. 
Taught every wish its destin'd goal. 

And quicken'd every joy* 



** He bids the tyrant passions rage. 
He bids them war eternal wage. 

And combat each his foe : 
Till from dissentions concord rise. 
And beauties from deformities. 

And happiness from woe. 
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<< Art thou not man, and dar'st thou find 
A bliss which leans not to mankind i 

Presumptuous thought and vain I 
Each bliss unshar'd Js unenjoy'd. 
Each power is weak unless employ*d 

Some social good to gain. 



** Shall light and shade, and warmth and air. 
With those exalted joys compare, 

Which 2l6^vc Virtue feels I 
When on she drags, as lawful prize^ 
Contempt, and Indolence, and Vice, 

At her triumphant wheels i 



** As rest and labour still succeeds 
To man, whilst Virtue's glorious deeds 

Employ his toilsome day; 
This fair variety of things, 
Are merely life's refreshing springs. 

To sooth him on his way. 

*< Enthusiast, go, unstring thy lyre. 
In vain thou sing'st, if none admire. 

How sweet soe'er the strain. 
And is not thy o'er flowing mind. 
Unless thou mixest with thy kind. 

Benevolent in vain i 
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Enthusiast, go, try every sense. 
If not thy bhss, thy excellence, 

Thou yet hast learn*d to scan ; 
At least thy wants, thy weakness know^ 
And see them all uniting show, 

That man was made for man." 
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ODE V. 



THE MAN OF SORROW. 



BY MR. GREVILLE. 



Ah 1 what avails the lengthening mead. 
By Nature*s kindest bounty spread 

Along the vale of flowers ! 
Ah! what avails the darkening grove^ 
Or Philomel's melodious love, 

That glads the midnight hours I 

For me (ala§ I) the god of day 
Ne'er glitters on the hawthorn spray. 

Nor night her comfort brings : 
I have no pleasure in the rose : 
For me no vernal beauty blows, 

Nor Philomela sings. 

See how the sturdy peasants stride, 
Aduwn yon hillock's verdant side, 

In cheerful ignorance blest 1 
Alike to them tite rose or thorn. 
Alike arises every morn, 

By gay Contentment drest* 
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Content, fair daughter of the skies. 
Or gives spontaneous, or denies. 

Her choice divinely free : 
She visits oft the hamlet cot. 
When Want and Sorrow are the lot 

Of Avarice and me* 



But see— or is it Fancy's dream ? 
Methought a bright celestial gleam 

Shot sudden thro' the groves ; 
Behold, behold, in loose array, 
Euphrosyne, more bright than day. 

More mild than Paphian doves 1 



Welcome, O ! welcome. Pleasure's queen I 
And see, along the velvet greeny 

The jocund train advance : 
With scatter*d flowers they fill the air. 
The wood-nymph's dew-bespangled hair 

Plays in the sportive dance. 



Ah! baneful grant of angry Heaven 
When to the feeling wretch is given 

A soul alive to joy I 
Joys fly vfixh every hour away. 
And leave th' unguarded heart a prey 

To cares, that Peace destroy. 
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And see, with visionary haste, 
(Too soon the gay delusion past) 

Reality remains I 
Despair has seiz'd my captire soul. 
And Horror drives without controul^ 

And slackens still the reins. 



Ten thousand beauties round me throng 
What beauties, say, ye nymphs, belong 

To the distemperM soul? 
I see the lawn of hideous dye. 
The towering elm nods misery. 

With groans the waters roll. 



Ye gilded roofs, Palladian domes. 
Ye vivid tints of Persia*s looms. 

Ye were for misery made— 
*Twa8 thus the Man of Sorrow spoke. 
His wayward step then pensive took 

Along th* unhallow'd shade* 
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ODE VI. 



THE MAil OF PLEASVBM. 



By the Same. 



Yssy to the Sages be it told. 
However great, or wise, or ol4— 

Fair Pleasurefs my pprsuit i, 
For her I breathe tl^e- joy£u.]. 4ay«. 
For her thro* Nature's wilds I stray. 

And cull the flowers and fruit. 

Sweep, sweep the lute's enchanting string 
And all thy sweets, lov'd Luxury, bring! 

** To enjoy is taobey ;" 
The heavenly mandate still prevail^ 
And let each unwise wretch.bewail 

The dire neglefled day. 

Ah! graceless wretcW to disobey. 
And devious quit the flowery way. 

And slight the gods decree I 
Still, still, ye gods, the blessings send I 
If e*er my guilty hands ofiend, 

Indeed my heart is free. 
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In Pleasure's ray see Nature shine» 
Hdw dull, alas ! at Wisdom's shrine t 

" 'Tis Folly to be wise :" 
Collusive term, poor vain pretence. 
Enjoyment sure is real Sense 

In philosophic eyes« 



I love the carol of the hound, 
Enraptur'd on the living ground. 

In dashing ecstasy ; 
I love the awkward courser's stride. 
The courser that has been well tried. 

And with him eager fly* 



And yes, I love, ye sneering wise I-* 
Fair Hqnour, spurning still at lies. 

As courting Liberty ; 
Still hand iii hand great Nature goes. 
With joys to honour never foes. 

And all those joys are free* 



And welcome thrice to British land. 
From Italy's voluptuous strand. 

Ye destin'd men of art ; 
Breathe on the thrilling meaning sound. 
Each grace shall still be faithful found. 

At your admirer's heart. 
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Avert, ye gods! that curse of foolsiy 
The pride of theoretic rules ; 

That dupery of sense: 
I ne'er refuse the proffered joy, 
With every good— that can annoy—- 

Most easily dispense. 



I catch each rapture as it flies. 
Each happy loss a gain supplies. 

And boon still follows boon: 
The smile of beauty gilds my day, 
ip.egardles8 of her frowns. I stray ;<—) 

Thus thro' my hours I nui I 



But let me not for idle rhyme 
Negle6t, ungrateful, good old Time : 

Dear watch ! thou art obey'd— 
'Twas thus the Man of Pleasure spoke, 
His jovial step then careless took 

To Celia— or her maid. 
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RETIREMENT. 



BY JAMES BEATTIE, Li L. D. 

When in the crimson cloud of Even 

Th^ lingering light decays. 
And Hesper on the front of heaven 

His glittering gem displays ; 
Deep in the silent vale, unseen^ 

Beside a lulling stream, 
A pensive Youth of placid mien^ 

Indulged this tender theme. 

Ye cliffs, in hoary grandeur pil'd 

High o'er the glimmering dale ; 
Ye woods, along whose windings wild 

Murmurs the solemn gale ; 
Where Melancholy strays forlorn^ 

And Woe retires to weep. 
What time the wan moon's yellow horn 

Gleams on the western deep : 

To you, ye wastes, whose Jlrtless charnls 

Ne'er drew Ambition^s eye, 
Scap'd a tumultuous world's alarms^ 

• To your retreats I fly. 
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Deep ill your most sequester'd bower 

Let me at last recline, 
Where Solitude, mild, modest Power, 

Leans on her ivy*d shrine. 

How shall I woo thee, matchless Fair! 

Thy heavenly smile how win ! 
Thy smile that smooths the brow of Care 

And stills the storm within. 
O wilt thou to thy favourite grove 

Thine ardent votary bring. 
And bless his hours, and bid them move 

Seren<;, on silent wing I 

Oft let remembrance sooth his mind 

With dreams of former days. 
When in the lap of Peace reclin'd 

He fram'd his infant lays ; 
When Fancy rovM at large, nor Care 

Nor cold Distrust alarm'd, 
Kor Envy with malignant glare 

His simple youth had harm'd* 

•Twas then, O Solitude, to thee 

His early vows were paid. 
From heart sincere, and warm, and free, 

Devoted to the shade. 
Ah, why did Fate his steps decoy 

In stormy paths to roam. 
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Remote firom all congenial joy I— 
O take the wanderer home. 

Thy shades, thy silence now be mine. 

Thy charms my only theme ; 
My haunt the hollow cliff, whose pine 

Waves o'er the gloomy stream, 
Whence the scar'd owl on pinions gr^y 

Breaks from the rustling boughs. 
And down the lone vale sails away 

To more profound repose. 

O while to thee the woodland pours 

Its wildly warbling song. 
And balmy from the bank of flowers 

The zephyr breathes along ; 
Let no rude sound invade from far, 

No vagrant foot be nigh, 
No ray from Grandeur's gilded car. 

Flash on the startled eye. 

But if some pilgrim through the glade 

Thy hallow'd bowers explore, 
O guard from harm his hoary head, 

And listen to his lore ; 
For he of joys divine shall tell 

That wean from earthly woe. 
And triumph o'er the mighty spell 

That chains this heart below. 
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For me, no more the padi invites 

Ambition loves to tread ; 
No more I climb those toilsome heights 

By guileful Hope misled ; 
Leaps my fond fluttering heart no more 

To Mirth's enlivening strain $ 
For present pleasure soon is o'er. 

And all the past is vain* 
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THX 

HERMIT'S FISION. 

BY TJHE REV. THOMAS PENROSE. 



Mildly beam'd the queen of nighty 

Sailing thro' the grey serene : 
Silver'd by her modest light. 
But faintly shone the solitary scene, 
ith deep'ning shadows mixt, and glittering breaks 
between. 

High on a cliffy steep, o'erspread 
With many an oak, whose ancient head 
Did in its neighbour's top itself inwreath^ 
d cast an umbered gloom and solemn awe beneath* 

High on a cliffy steep a Hermit sat. 

Weighing in his weaned mind 
The various turns of mortal fate. 
The various woes of human kind \ 
Meek Pity's pearl oft started in his eye, 
i many a pray'r he pour'd, and heaved a frequent 
sigh. 



By many a stroke to keenest misery brought. 
Now in a shower dissolved, now lost in inward thought. 

As the rous'd Tiger gaunt and fell 

Kindles into cruel rage. 
With flashing glare and murd'rous yell«- 

Thus Anger past th' ideal stage. 
Too fierce for wounds or groans to feel. 
Onward she sprung, and shook the bloody steel. 

While far behind, with silent pace and slow^ 

Malice was content to go. 

Patient the distant hour to wait. 
And hide with courteous smiles the blackest hate. 

Secret long her wrath she'd keep, 
^Till time disarm'd the foe, then drove her poniard 
deep. 

To Malice link'd, as near allied. 
Envy march*d with baneful lour } 

Detra6tion halted by h^r side. 
Upheld by Falshood's feeble power.-^ 

** No more ! — no more I" the holy Seer exclaim'd^ 
" Passions wild, unbroke, untam'd, 
** Must sure the human heart o'erthrow, 
•* And plunge in all the energy of woe. 

'* Grant then the boon^ alUgracious Hcav'fl> 
** Let reason ever take the helm j 



UVIIL ODES. 93 



BBa 



** Lest, by. unheeded whirlwinds driv'n, 
^< The pinnace frail some gust may overwhelm 1 

<< Hang out the friendly lamp, that clear 
'* From Error's perils she may safely steer ; 
** Till death shall bid each trial cease, 
** And moor the shatter'd bark in peace 1'* 



ODE IX. 



JGJINSr DESPAIR. 



BY JOSEPH WARTON, p.D. 

Farewell thou dimpled cherub Joy, 

Thou rose-crown*d, ever- smiling boy. 

Wont thy sister Hope to lead 

To dance along the primrose meadl 

Ko more, bereft of happy hours, 

I seek thy lute- resounding bowers. 

But to yon ruin'd tower repair, 

To meet the God of groans, Despair; 

Who, on that ivy-darken'd ground. 

Still takes at eve his silent round. 

Or sits yon new-made grave beside. 

Where lies a frantic Suicide : 

While labouring sighs my heart-strings break) 

Thus to the sullen Power I speak : 

" Haste, with thy poison'd dagger, haste, 
** To pierce this sorrow-laden breast ; 
« Or lead me at the dead of night, 
<< To some sea-beat mountain's height, 
*< Whence with headlong haste I'll leap 
<< To the dark bosom of the deep ; 
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" Or shew me far from human eye, 
*' Some cave to muse in, starve, and die, 
** No weeping friend or brother near, 
** My last fond, faltering words to hear 1' 



•Twas thus, with weight of woes opprest, 
I sought to ease my bruised breast : 
When straight more gloomy grew the shade. 
And lo I a tall majestic maid ! 
Her limbs, not delicately fair. 
Robust, and of a martial air ; 
She bore of steel a polish'd shield. 
Where highly-sculptur'd I beheld 
Th' Athenian martyr smiling stand. 
The baleful goblet in his hand ; 
Sparkled her eyes with lively flame. 
And Patience was the seraph's name ; 
Sternly she look'd, and stern began-— 
** Thy sorrows cease, complaining man, 
*< Rouse thy weak soul, appease thy moan, 
** Soon are the clouds of sadness gone ; 
** Tho^ now in GriePs dark groves you walk, 
" Where grisly fiends around you stalk, 
*' Beyond a blissful city lies, 
** Far from whose gates each anguish flies : 
** Take thou this bhield, which once of yore 
" Ulysses and Alcides wore, 
** And which in later days I gave 
" To Regulus and Raleigh brave j 
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** In exile or in dungeon drear 
« Their mighty minds could banish fear; 
** Thy heart no tenfold woes shall feel, 
« 'Twas Virtue tempered the rough steel, 
<< Andy by her heavenly fingers wrought, 
** To me the precious present brought.'* 
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JGAINST ILL^NATURE. 



BY CHRISTOPHER SMART, M. A. 

Offspring of Folly and of Pride, 

To all that's odious, all that's base allied ; 

Kurs*d up by Vice, by Pravity misled, 

By pedant Affectation taught and bred : . 

way, thou hideous hell-born sprite. 

Go, with thy looks of dark design. 

Sullen, sour, and saturnine ; 

y to some gloomy shade, nor blot the goodly light. 

Thy planet was remote, when I was born ; 

'Twas Mercury that rul'd my natal morn. 

What time the sun exerts his genial ray. 

And ripens for enjoyment every growing day; 

When to exist is but to love and sing, 

And sprightly Aries smiles upon the spring. 

here, in yon lonesome heath. 
Which Flora, or Sylvanus never knew. 
Where never vegetable drank the dew, 
r beast or fowl attempts to breathe ; 
Where Nature's pencil has no colours laid ; 
But all is bUnk, and universal shade ; 
W.A///. H 
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Contrast to figure, motion, life, and light. 

There may'st thou vent thy spite, 

For ever cursing, and for ever cursM, 

Of all th' infernal crew the worst ; 

The worst in genius, measure, and decree ; 

For envy, hatred, malice, are but parts of thee. 

« 

Or, wouldst thou change the scene, and quit thy dei 

Behold the heaven-deserted fen, 

Where Spleen, by vapours dense begot and bred, 

Hardness of heart, and heaviness of head. 
Have rais'd their darksome walls, and plac'd thd 
thorny bed ; 

There may'st t|iou all thy bitterness unload. 

There may'st thou croak, in concert with the ttad 
With thee the hollow howling winds shall join. 

Nor shall the bittern her base throat deny ; 
The querulous frogs shall mix their dirge with thine 

Th' ear piercing hern, and plover screaming high 
While million humming gnats fit oestrum shall supply 

Away— away — ^behold an hideous band. 
An herd of all thy minions are at hand : 
Suspicion first with jealous caution stalks. 
And ever looks around her as she walks, 
With bibulous ear imperfe6t sounds to catch, 
And prompt to listen at her neighbour's latch. 
Next Scandal*s meagre shade, 
Foe to the virgins, and the Poet's fame. 
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A wither'dy time-deflower*d old maid. 
That ne'er enjoy'd Love's ever sacred flame. 

Hypocrisy succeeds with saint-like look. 

And elevates her hands, and plods upon her book* 

Next comes illiberal scambling Avarice^ 

Then Vanity and Affedlation nice- 
See, she salutes her shadow with a bow. 

As in shbrt Gallic trips she minces by, 

Starting Antipathy is in her eye. 
And squeamishly she knits her scornful brow. 

To thee, Ill-nature, all the numerous group 

With lowly reverence stoop-^ 

They wait thy call, and mourn thy long delay : 

Away— -thou art infe6tious^-haste away. 



ODE xr. 

TAVirr OF WEALTH. 
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BY SAMUEL JOHNSON^ LL. a 

No more, l)iu» brooding o*er yon heapi 
With Avarice painful vigils keep. 
Still unenjoy'd the present store^ 
Still endless sighs are breath'd for more. 
O quit the shadow, catch the priee. 
Which not all Indians treasure buys ! 
To purchase Heaven has gold the power? 
Can gold remove the mortal hour \ 
In life can Love be bought with gold ? 
Are Friendship's pleasures to be sold ? 
No— all that*s worth a wish, a thought. 
Fair Virtue gives, unbrib'd, unbought. 
Cease then on trash thy hopes to bind. 
Let nobler views engage thy mind. 

With Science tread the wondrous way. 
Or learn the Muse's moral lay ; 
In social hours indulge thy soul. 
Where Mirth and Temperance mix the bowl J 
To virtuous Love resign thy breast. 
And be by blessing Beauty blest* 
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Thus taste the feast by Nature spread. 
Ere Youth and all its joys are^ed; 
Come, taste with roe the b^rfm of life, 
Secure from pomp, and wealth, and strife. 
I boast, whate'er for man was meant, 
In health, and Stblla, and content; 
And scorn 1 oh I let that scorn be thine 1 
Mere things of clay, that dig the mine. 
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THE 

HAPPINESS OF A MODERATE FORTUNE, 

AND 

MODERATE DESIRES. 
From thk French of Mr. Cresset* 

Written in M OCC LX. 

BY JOHN LANGHORNE, D. D . 



O GODDESS of the golden mean. 
Whom still nusjudging folly flies, 

Seduc'd by each delusive scene ; 
Thy only subje6ls are the wise. 

These seek thy paths with nobler aim. 

And trace them to the gates of Fame. 



See, foster'd in thy fav'ring shade. 
Each tender bard of verse divine 1 

Who, lur*d by fortune's vain parade. 
Had never form*d the tuneful line ; 

By fortune lur'd or wantconfinM, 

Whose cold hand chills the genial mind. 
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In vain you slight the flowery crown, 

That fame wreaths round the favour*d head ! 

Whilst laurel'd viftory and renown 
Their heroes from thy- shades have led ; 

There form'd, from courtly softness free, 

By rigid virtue and by thee. 



By thee were form'd, from cities far, 
Fabricius just, Camillus wise. 

Those philosophic sons of war, 
That from imperial dignities 

Returning, plough'd their native plain. 

And plac'd their laurels in thy fane. 



Thrice happy he, on whose calm breast 
The smiles of peaceful wisdom play, 

With all thy sober charms possest. 
Whose wishes never learnt to stray. 

Whom truth, of pleasures pure but grave. 

And pensive thoughts, from folly save. 



Far from the crowd^s low-thoughted strife. 
From all that bounds fair freedom's aim, 

He envies not the pomp of life, 
A length of rent-roll, or of name : 

For safe he views the vale-grown elm, 

While thunder-sounding storms the mountain 
pine o'erwhelm. 
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Of censure's frown he feels no dread. 
No fear he knows of Tulgar eyes. 

Whose thought to nobler objefb led, 
Far, far o*er their horizon flies : 

With reason's sufTrage at his side. 

Whose firm heart rests self-satisfied. 



And while alternate conquest sways 
The northern, or the southern shore, 

He smiles at Fortune's giddy maze. 
And calmly hears the wild storm roar. 

Ev'n Nature's groans, unmov*d with fear, 

And bursting worlds, ht*d calmly hear. 



Such are the faithful hearts you love, 
O Friendship fair, immortal maid; 

The few caprice could never move. 
The f5ew whom interest never sway*d| 

Nor shed unseen, with hate refin'd. 

The pale cares o'er the gloomy mind. 



Soil sleep, that lov'st the peaceful cell. 
On these descends thy balmy power ; 

While no terrific dreams dispel 
The slumbers of the sober hour ; 

Which oft, array'd in darkness drear. 

Wake the wiW eye of pride to fear. 
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Content with all a farm would yield. 
Thus SiD0N*8 monarch liv'd unknown, 

And sigh'd to leave his little field 
For the long glories of a throne—— 

There once more happy and more free, 

Than rank'd with Dido's ancestry. 

With these pacific virtues blest. 
These charms of philosophic ease, 

Wrapt in your Richmond's tranquil rest. 
You pass, dear C , your useful days. 

Where Thames your silent vallies laves, 

Proud of his yet untainted waves. 

Should life*s more public scenes engage 
Your time that thus consistent flows. 

And following still these maxims sage 
For ever brings the same repose ; 

Your worth may greater fame procure. 

But hope not happiness so pure. 



ODE XT II. 



THX 

FIRESIDE. 

BY — COTTON, M. D. 



Dear Chloe, while the busy crowd. 
The vain, the wealthy, and the proud. 

In Folly's maze advance; 
Though singularity and pride 
Be caird our choice, we'll step aside. 

Nor join the giddy dance. 

From the gay world we'll oft retire 
To our own family and fire, 

Where love our hours employs j 
No noisy neighbour enters here. 
No intermeddling stranger near. 

To spoil our heart- felt joys. 

If solid happiness we prize. 
Within our breast this jewel lies ; 

And they are fools who roam : 
The world has nothing to bestow. 
From our own selves our joys must flow, 

And that dear hut, our home. 
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Of rest was Noah's dove bereft. 
When with impatient wing she left 

That safe retreat, the ark j 
Giving her vain excursion o'er. 
The disappointed bird once more 

Explor'd the sacred bark. 



Though fools spurn Hymen's gentle pow'rs^ 
We, who improve his golden hours, 

By sweet experience know, 
That marriage, rightly understood. 
Gives to the tender and the good 

A paradise below. 



Our babes shall richest comforts bring ; 
If tutor'd right, they'll prove a spring, 

Whence pleasures ever rise : 
We'll form their minds with studious care. 
To all that's manly, good, and fair, 

And train them for the skies. 



While they our wisest bout's engage, 
They'll joy our youth, support our age, 

And crown our hoary hairs : 
They'll grow in virtue every day, 
And thus our fondest loves repay, 

And recompence our cares. 
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No borrow'd joys I they're all our own, 
While to the world we live unknown, 

Or by the world forgot : 
Monarchsl we envy not your state ; 
We look with pity on the great. 

And bless our humbler lot. 



Our portion is not large indeed. 
But then how little do we need I 

For Nature's calls are few I 
In this the art of living lies, 
To want no more than may suffice, 

And make that little do. 



We*li therefore relish with content 
Whate'er kind Providence has sent. 

Nor aim beyond our pow*r ; 
For if our stock be very small, 
'Tis prudence to enjoy it all, 

Nor lose the present hour. 



To be resigned when ills betide. 
Patient when favours are deny'd. 

And pleas'd with favours given : 
Dear Chloe this is wisdom's part. 
This is that incense of die heart. 

Whose fragraaoe smells to beav'iu 
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We'll ask no long-protrafled treat, 
(Since winter life is seldom sweet) : 

But when our feast is o'er. 
Grateful from table we*ll arise. 
Nor grudge our sons, with envious eyes, 

The relics of our store. 



Thus hand in hand through life we'll go. 
Its checker*d paths of joy and woe 

With cautious steps we'll tread ; 
Q^it its vain scenes without a tear. 
Without a trouble or a fear. 

And mingle with the dead: 



While Conscience, like a faithful friend. 
Shall through the gloomy vale attend, 

And cheer our dying breath ; 
Shall, when all other comforts cease. 
Like a kind angel whisper peace. 

And smooth the bed of death. 



ODE XIV. 



ON 

MARRIAGE. 



Rang'd by all-ruling Heaven's design. 
Low sinks this ball, a mass supine ; 

^The stars high -blazing roll. 
Nor lives a wretch of frantic brain. 
Who dares with impious rage maintain, 
That chance direfls the whole. 

Yet nations wide adopt this plan : - 
Chance classes all degrees of man. 

Unknown in Nature's state ; 
And the mere accident of birth 
JMarks who shall rule or till the earth, 

Th' ignoble or the great. 

While such the consecrated springs. 
Whence proudly issue lords and kings. 

Why sleeps the parent's care > 
Anxious to match the generous steed. 
Where Strength and Beauty stamp the breed, 

Regardless of his heir. 
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But to no favoured race confin*d, 
The virtues of our nobler kind 

All ranks alike may claim ; 
Issue as fair, and brave, and wise. 
As the high lineage of the skies, 

May bless an humble dame. 



The charm that softens manly grace. 
The ray that beams in woman's face, 

The sympathy of mind, 
Denote (whate*er their various lot. 
Whether a palace or a cot) 

The mates by heaven designed. 



But peevish Age, and gloomy Pride, 
And churlish Av'rice, dare divide 

Those links which powerful draw 
To union dear, congenial loves : 
The sire condemns what God approves. 

And Tyranny is law. 



Far other maxims form'd our state : ' 
All orders, mixt of low and great. 

Compose the harmonious frame. 
Firm hath the mighty fabric stood. 
And Britain boasts her mingled blood 

In many a deathless name. 
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Free should the sons of freedom wed 
The maid by equal fondness led. 

Nor, heaping wealth on wealth. 
Youth pine in age*s withered arms. 
Deformity polluting charms. 

And Sickness blasting Health. 



But house for house, and grounds for groundSf 
And mutual bliss in balanc'd pounds^ 

Each parentis thought employ : 
These, summ'd by Wingate's solid rules, 
Let fools, and all the sons of fools, 

Count less substantial joy I 



And yet no niggard care confines 

The child indulgM.—- Lot India's mines 

Flame in the daughter's dress : 
As gorgeous shines the lavish son; 
No Luxury refus'd but one*— 

Domestic happiness. 

The vidUn comes in rich attire. 
Dragged trembling by her ruthless sire ; 

Thy child, monster, save \ 
Better the sacrificing knife, 
PlungM in her bosom, end that life 

Thy fatal passion gave. 
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With torch inverted Hymen stands ; 
The furies wave their livid brands^ 

Wild Horror, pale Dismay. 
Soft Pity drops the melting tear; 
And lustful satyrs grinning leer^ 

Sure of their diestinM prey. 



Compeirdy the falt'ring priest slow-ties 
The knot of plighted perjuries. 

For spotless truth ordain'd. 
More fitly had some Daemon fell. 
Some minister of sin and hell. 

The sacred rites profan'd. 



Go, wedded pairl all blithe and gay 
Young virgins strew the flow'ry way. 

And crown your festal gate. 
Invok*d the genial powers attend : 
So shall a hapless line descend, 

Heir to your wretched fate. 



Unheir'd, a mass of barren earth. 
No monster of amphibious birth 

Transmits a future race. 
Shall then an angel's form, conjoin'd 
With all that sinks the brutal kind, 

Perpetuate man*s disgrace \ 
Vol. XIIL I 
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Yet Nature will assert her claim : 
Thine, rigid Father ! thine the blame, 

Ifinjiir'd Beauty stray: 
Thou shouldst have heard the Lover'3 voice, 
Approv*d and san6lify*d the choice. 

Nor curs*d the bridal day* 



WelcomM by thee, chaste Love had shed 
His blessings o*erthat dismal bed, 

Now wrapt in guilt and fear. 
The lisping babe had bless'd thy age, 
Now taught, with more than infant-rage, 

To chide thy loitering bier. 



Hence all those baleful evils flow. 
Which swell the tide of human woe. 

And blot th' Almighty's plan ; 
Taint evVy source of pure delight. 
Break ev'ry band that should unite 

The soul of man to man. 



Blank bastardy with blazon*d crest^ 
And harlots in patrician vest, 

Triumphant Vice proclaim* 
The high-born virgin, mimic, tries 
Those arts which taught the low to rlse^ 

From Poverty, thro* shame. 



« 
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Behold a various motley race 1 
Th* unwelcome son, with alien face, 

His mother's crime betrays. 
No kindred Love's instinctive firc^ 
No social charities conspire 

To light the patriot's blaze* 



Hence sage Authority despisM, 
And savage Licence, ill disguis'd 

In Freedom's injur'd name ; 
Bold Orat'ry with brazen din, 
While skulking Selfishness within 

Dire6ts Ambition's aim. 



In barter vile each parent sold. 
The sordid progeny of gold 

Will own no other sway 5 
To wealth the virgin yields her charms ; 
For pay the soldier flies to arms. 

Peers vote, and prelates pray* 



Not such those lights (which piercM the gloom 
Thick cast o'er earth by barb'rous Rome) 

Pure as the feith they own'd. 
Nor such th' unpension'd nobles' zeal : 
In bosoms.4varm for public weal, 

Their country sa| emhroa'd* 
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The statesman plann'd, the hero fought. 
Their service like their love unbought ; 

Yet both were well repaid : 
Their Country's glory, then, was wealth; 
Youth, Beauty, Innocence, and Health 

Endow'd the wedded maid. 



No hireling friends did Britain draini 
No base Contractor's pilfering train 

Aveng'd the vanquish'd foe : 
While the land groans beneath her debt. 
And hard-tax'd peasants murm'ring sweat. 

In victory and woe. 



Yet blest the hind whose shelter'd head. 
Secure beneath his lowly shed. 

Forgets the slow-worn day; 
His darling child and faithful wife. 
Best comforts of the happiest life. 

His sufPrings all repay. 

Biit see 1 th' unpeopl'd village falls : 
Drear devastation rais'd the walls. 

« 

Say, if some tyrant reigns ? 
Or dar'd the bold invader's hand. 
In vengeance, hurl the flaming brand 

O'er firitaios ravaged plains } 
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Our coast no bold invader dares ; 

And George benign, with lib'ral cares. 

Each cherish'd art improves. 
Yet Britain views a houseless band; 
Sad outcast in his native land. 

The wand'ring exile roves. 



Shall Luxury, diffusive spread. 

Envy the wretch his pain-eam'd bread. 

His cot and homely joys } 
Are those the means that must replace 
The strength of an exhausted race, 

Decrepid sires and boys ? 



Tho' borne on Glory's tow'ring wings. 
Fame her triumphant paean sings 

Far as the billows foam : 
Yet dearly were our triumphs bought ; 
And hardly paid the vidlors fought. 

Whom Misery waits at home. 



But, lo 1 the nations from afar 
Crowd to repair the waste of war. 

With numbers, skill, and toil. 
Myriads, alas 1 would crowd in vain. 
Whilst laws the marriage-rite restrain. 

And lordlings thin the soil. 
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•AN EN MYXOIXI niEPIAnN. 

FIND. FTTH. 6* 



BY THOMAS JOHN MATHIAS. 



ODE I. 



THE TWILIGHT OF THE GODS; 

OK9 THE 

DESTRUCTION OF THE WORLD. 



From the chambers of the East, 
In robes of terror grimly drest, 
Ymir hath his course begun, 
Rival of th* unwearied Sun. 
Now, in many a glist'ring wreath, 
Above, around, and underneath. 
The serpent dread, of dateless birth. 
Girds the devoted globe of earth ; 
And, as charm'd by pow'rful spell. 
Ocean heaves with furious swell, 
The plumed Monarch whets his beak. 
Seeking where his wrath to wreak ; 
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Till on the plain, with corses strew'd, 
He sates his maw with bleeding food: 
While the Vessel's floating pride 
Stems duration's rounding tide. 

Trace again the solemn rhyme; 
From Orient's ever- teeming clime 
1 see them come, an evil race. 
Bold in hearty and stern in face ; 
In turbulent array they sweep. 
Beneath them groans the burthen'd deep ; 
Fierce they rush, yet all obey 
Monarch Lok's resistless sway. 
Gaunt and wild with savage howl, 
Mark the wolfish Fenris prowl j 
With him stalks a furious train. 
Panting for th* ensanguin'd plain : 
Is Beliep*s brother left behind ? 
No : he flies oo wings of wind. 

Know'st thou what is done above \ 
No more in halls of joy and love. 
The favoured guests, profuse of soul. 
Drain the skull or ne6lar*d bowl : 
What Genii shake that nodding frame ? 
These are deeds without a name. 
Struck with elemental jar, 
Gods themselves come forth to war; 
From the many-mansion*d dome 
Giant tenants loosen'd roam. 
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And around each rock-hewn cell. 
With heaving groan or fearful yell. 
Declare what uncontrolled pow*r 
Presiding rules the mortal hour : 
These no a6ls of joy and love — 
Know'st thou now what's done above } 

From the regions of the South 
Surtur bursts with fiery mouth : 
High o'er yonder blackening shade 
Gleams the hallow 'd sun-bright blade^ 
Which in star- bespangled field 
Warrior Gods encountering wield. 
From Vengeance' red celestial store 
Ministers of ruin pour ; 
Caverns yawning, mountains rending ^ 
Conscious of the fate impending, 
Ydrasil's prophetic ash 
Nods to the air with sudden crash : 
Monstrous female forms advance. 
Stride the steed and couch the lance : 
Armed heroes throng the plain. 
Harbingers of Hela's reign : 
And see, from either verge of Heav'n, 
That concave vast asunder riv'a« 

Why does beauteous Lina weep ? 
Whence those lorn notes in accent deep I 
For battle Odin 'gins prepare ; 
Aloft in distant realms of air. 
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Mark the murd'rous monster stalk 
In printless majesty of walk. 
Odin kens his well-known tread ; 
The fatal sisters clip the thread : 
To the mansion cold he creeps— 
In vain the beauteous Lina weeps. 

Glowing with paternal fire. 
Generous rage and fierce desire, 
See Odin's offspring, Vidar bold. 
His sanguine course unfalt'ring hold. 
Nought he fears the wolfish grin, 
Tho' slaughter's minions round him din; 
In vain 'gainst him in fell accord 
Giant forms uplift the sword ; 
He locks his foe in iron sleep. 
And stamps the filial vengeance deep. 

Think not yet the measure full. 
Or the blade with carnage dull ; 
Lodina's glory, heart and hand. 
Joins the fight and takes his stand. 
Lo 1 in many a horrid turn. 
Crest that glistens, eyes that bum. 
The lordly serpent rolls along, 
Nor fears the brave, nor heeds the strong: 
But hark, *twas Fate in thunder spoke ; 
Vidar deals the forceful stroke. 
Lays the death-doom'd monster low. 
And triumphs o*er his bumish'd foe. 
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From the cavern deep and dank. 
Bonds that burst and chains that clank. 
Proclaim the griesly form canine 
Loosen'd from his long confine : 
Garmar foams with rage and shame ; 
GarmaTy to gods no fearless name* 

Signs abroad portentous lour ; 
*Tis Desolation's fatal hour: 
Fiery shapes the aether wing ; 
Surtur calls, they know their King. 
Dark encircling clouds absorb 
The lustre of light's central orb ; 
Conscious stars no more dispense 
Their gently beaming influence ; 
But, bursting from their shaken sphere. 
Unsubstantial disappear. 
No more this pensile mundane ball 
Rolls thro' the wide aereal hall ; 
Ingulphed sinks the vast machine. 
Who shall say, the things have been I 



ODE n. 

THE 

REKOFJTION OF THE WORLD, 

AND 

FUTURE RETRIBUTION. 



By the Same, 



The Gods (or Daemaoes) meet on the top of mount Inda, and tine tbe 
fbtloiHa? prophetic Sons of Triumpli. 



Now the Spirit*s plastic might, 
Brooding o'er the formless deep^ 

O'er the dusk abysm of night. 
Bids Creation cease to sleep. 

Instant from the riven main 
Starts the renovated earth ; 

Pine-clad mountain, shaded plain; 
See, 'tis Nature's second birth. 

Gods on Inda spread the board ; 

Such was the supreme decree : 
Swell the strains in full accord. 

Strains of holiest harmony. 

** Pour the sparkling beverage high ; 

** Be the song with horror fraught 
** Laboring earth, and ruin'd sky, 

^* Fix the soul in solemn thought. 



^dell* ODES. ]2«r 

** Odin next inspire the verse, 

" Gor'd by the relentless fang; 
*< Aether felt the conflict fierce, 

" Dying groan and parting pang, 

** Where is now his vaunted might ? 

" Where the terror of his eye ? 
** Fled for aye from scenes of light : 

*« Pour the sparkling beverage high. 

** Lo ! they fleet in radiant round, 

" Years of plenty, years of joy : 
** Sorrow's place no more is found, 

<< Cares that vex, or sweets that cloy. 

*' From the kindly teeming soil, 
" Ripen'd harvests wave unsown ; 

** Wherefore need the peasant's toil ? 
" Nature works, and works alone. 

** Ask you whose the scepter'd sway ? 

" »Tis to lordly Balder giv'n: 
** Mark him there in bright array, 

" Stalking thro* the halls of heav'n. 

** Hoder holds united reign ; 

" Latest times their strength shall prove ; 
** Monarchs of the bleak domain. 

<* Know'st thou now what's done above I 
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** Is it blest delusion*s hour ? 

** Rolls mine eye in frenzied trance ? 
** Beams of glory round me show'rj 

<< Troops of radiant forms advance. 

** Founded on that firm-set rocky 
** Rising view the dome of ^old, 

** Fix'd sccurfe from wintry shock : 
" There the good, and there the bold* 

*« High in trails of troubled air 
** Justice waves her awful sword : 

** Vice appaird, with hideous stare, 
** Shrinks ere spoke the dooming word. 

*• Conscience comes, a tort'ring fiend, 
^* Bids his minions round him roll ; 

** Fell Remorse, the breast to rend, 
** Agony, to storm the soul. 

<< In Nastronda*s northern plain, 
*' Hark, th* envenom'd portals ope : 

** Respite there is none of pain, 
<< Comfort none, or cheering hope. 

" Dog-ey'd Lust, Adult'ry foul, 
*' Murder red with many a stain, 

** At the fatal entrance scowl, 
« Bound in adamantine chain. 



Ode IL ODES. 129 



B 



** Mark the house ; if right we deem, 
<* 'Tis of scales serpentine built; 

** Round it brawls a turbid stream : 
*< Mortal, such th' abode of guilt. 

** Know'st thou now what's done above ? 

*• Know'st thou now the deeds of night ?*• 
They spoke : the feast of joy and love 

Glow'd on Inda's glist'ring height. 
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ODE III. 



DIALOGUE 
' AT THE TOMB OF JRGJNTTR. 



By the Same. 



H£RVOR iTpairs to the Tomb of her Father ARGANTYR, at the dead of 
Night, and invokes his Spirit to deliver up the Magical Sword TRIFIN- 
GUS, which was buried with him. 



HERVOR. 

Thy daughter calls : Argantyr, break 
The bonds of death ; she calls, awake : 
Reach me forth the tempered blade 
Beneath thy dusty pillow laid. 
Which once a scepter'd warrior bore, 
Forg*d by dwarfs in years of yore. 
Where are the sons of Angrim fled ? 
Mingled with the valiant dead. 
From under twisted roots of oak 
Blasted by the thunder's stroke. 
Arise, arise, ye men of blood. 
Ye who prepared the Vulture's food ; 
Give me the sword and studded belt, 
« Armies whole their force have felt; 
Or grant my pjcay'r, or mouldering rot. 
Your name your deeds alike forgot; 
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Argantyr, rouse thcc from thy rest ; 
'Tis an only child's request. 

ARGANTYR. 

Daughter, I hear the magic sound, 
That wakes the tenants of the ground : 
Why cairst thou thus ? what dire intent 
Is within thy bosom pent ? 
No friendly hand, no parent, gave 
My bones to rest in hallow'd grave j 
To me no sacred rite was paid ; 
Here, by baib'rous hands convey'd, 
In this mansion cold, forlorn, 
My gloomy ghost shall ever mourn. 
Think not by unceasing prayV 
Hence the charmed sword to bear ; 
For know, above in realms of light, 
Trifirigus is another's right. 

HERVOR. 

Ha ! my sire, what words accurst 
Have from the lip of falsehood burst ? 
Thou* know*st with thee in darkness laid 
Sleeps the consecrated blade : 
Yield it, *tis th' appointed hour. 
Or dread avenging Odin's pow'r : 
Canst thou thus, with tongue unblest, 
Deny an only child's request ? 
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ARGANTYR. 
With awe my words prophetic hear ; 
Hervor, 'tis for thee I fear : 
The fates have seal'd thy offspring's doom; 
Trifingus brings them to the tomb. 

HERVOR. 

Talk not to me of future times; 
I swear, by force of magic rhymes, 
Repose the dead shall know no more, 
'Till thou the gifted sword restore. 

ARGANTYR. 

Maid, thy warlike soul I bless, 
Who rov'st by night in armed dress, 
With spell-wrought helmet, iron proof, 
And garments wove in mystic woof; 
Who dar'st in thrilling accents call 
The dead from their sepulchral hall. 

HERVOR. 
No more this idle converse hold ; 
Once I thought thy spirit bold : 
Give me forth the radiant brand : 
Hear, and grant my just demand. 
Let its strength again be try'd, 
•Twas not made below to *bide. 
Yield it, 'tis th' appointed hour. 
Or dread avenging Odin's pow'r. 
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ARGANTYR. 

Here within the fated sheath, 
Hialmar's ruin lies beneath, 
Wrapt in its own terrific flame ; 
What maid but trembles at the name I 

HERVOR. 
I tremble not — the flame, tho' bright, 
Is but ineffectual light, 
That plays around the buried corse, 
With meteor glare devoid offeree : 
1*11 grasp the sword in terror drest ; 
Grant an only child's request. 

ARGANTYR. 
Rash Virgin, to thy pray*r I yield : 
Lo I Trifingus stands revealM ! 
Blazing like the noon-day Sun— 

HERVOR. 
King of men, 'tis nobly done : 
This blade with rapt'rous joy I own 
A greater gift than Norway's throne. 

ARGANTYR. 
Fond exulting daughter, know 
These transports work thee lasting woe; 
By the keen edge ('tis thus decreed) 
Thy sons, e'en Hydreks* self, shall bleed. 
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HERVOR. 
I must to my ships repair ; 
'Tis nought to me ; be that their care ; 
If in the purple fount of life 
.They steep the steel in mortal strife, 
By no ignoble stroke they fall, 
And sink with joy to Odin*s hall. 

ARGANTYR. 

Hie thee hence from death's domain. 
With rev'rence keep Hialmar's bane; 
Touch but the blade, a warrior dies. 
On either edge quick poison lies : 
Thou art of a race divine. 
Take the gift the gods assign. 

HERVOR. 

Never shall Trifingus sleep. 
But move with desolating sweep; 
Never fear invade my breast. 
Nor dyiuii: sons my peace molest ; 
If by Trifingus* stroke they fall, 
They sink with joy to Odin's hall, 

ARGANTYR. 

Hark, e'en now with sullen moan 
Viflims twelve beneath thee groan : 
Armed in paternal might. 
Go forth, my child, and darejilie fight ; 
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Angrim's portion *d wealth is thine ; 
Take die gift the gods assign. 

HERVOR. 

Now, in the silence of the tomb, 
Dwell undisturbed till final doom: 
I must tread my destined road. 
And speed me from this drear abode ; 
For here, as still my steps I turn, 
Flaky fires around me burn. 



ODEIV> 

AN 

INCANTATION 



FOUNDED ON 

THE NORTHERN MYTHOLOGY. 



By the Same. 



Hear, ye Rulers of the North, 
Spirits of exalted worth ; 
By the silence of the night. 
By subtle magic's secret rite ; 
By P8olphan murky King, 
Master of th* enchanted ring ; 
By all and each of helPs grim host. 
Howling demon, tortur'd ghost ; 
By each spell and potent word 
Burst from lips of Glauron's Lord ; 
By Coronzon's awful power ; 
By the dread and solemn hour,' 
When Gual fierce, and Damael strong. 
Stride the blast that roars along ; 
Or, in fell descending swoop. 
Bid the furious spirit stoop 
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O'er desolation's gloomy plain. 
Haunt of warriors battle slain. 
Now the world in sleep is laid, 
Thorbiorga calls your aid. 

Mark the sable feline coat, 
Spotted girdle velvet- wrought; 
Mark the skin of glistening snake, 
Sleeping seiz'd in forest brake ; 
Mark the radiant crystal stone, 
On which days Sovereign never shone, 
From the cavern dark and deep 
Digg'd i' th' hour of mortal sleep ; 
Mark the cross, in mystic round 
Meetly o'er the sandal bound. 
And the symbols grav'd thereon. 
Holiest Tetragrammaton I 
Now while midnight torches gleam. 
Rivals of the Moon's pale beam. 
On ocean's unfrequented shore 
Some moss-grown ruin silvering o'er. 
While the flame of resinous fire 
Mounts aloft in curling spire ; 
I scatter round this charmed room, 
The fragrance of the myrrh's perfume ; 
And, bending o'er this consecrated sword, 
Confirm each murmur'd spell, each inly-thril- 
ling word. 



ODE V. 

THE 

CAROUSAL OF ODIN. 



BY THE REV. THOMAS PENROSE. 



Fill thehoney'd bev'rage high. 
Fill the sculls, 'tis Odin's cry : 
Heard ye not the powerful call, 
Thund'ring thro* the vaulted hall ? 
<* Fill the meath, and spread the boardy 
*• Vassals of the griesly Lord." — 



The portal hinges grate, — they come— 
The din of voices rocks the dome. 
In stalk the various forms, and, drest 
In various armour, various vest. 
With helm and morion, targe and shield. 
Some quivering launces coucA, some biting maces wield: 
Ail march with haughty step, all proudly shake the 
crest. 
The feast begins, the scull goes round, 
Laughter shouts — the shouts resound. 
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The gust of war subsides — E'en now 
'he grim chief curls his cheek, and smooths his rugged 
brow. 



** Shame to your placid front, ye men of death !*• 
Cries Hilda, with disorder'd breath. 
Hell echoes back her scoff of shame 
To the ina6live rev'ling Champion's name. 
» Call forth the song," she screamM ; — the minstrels 

came 
Che theme was glorious war, the dear delight 
)f shining best in field, and daring most in fight. 

" Joy to the soul," the Harpers sung, 

** When embattl*d ranks among, 

" The steel-clad Knight, in vigour's bloom, 

<* (Banners waving o*er his plume) 

« Foremost rides, the flower and boast 

" Of the bold determined host !»* 
Vith greedy ears the guests each note devoured, 
Dach struck his beaver down, and grasp 'd his faith- 
ful sword. 

The fury mark'd th' auspicious deed, 

And bad the Scalds proceed. 



«< Joy to the soul I a joy divine I 

" When confli6ling armies join ; 

" When trumpets clang, and bugles sound ; 

" When strokes of death are dealt around ; 
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«* When the sword feasts, yet craves for more 
** And every gauntlet drips with gore."— 

The charm prevailM, up rush'd the madden'dthroi 
Panting for carnage, as they fuam*d along. 
Fierce Odin's self led forth tlie frantic band, 
To scatter havock wide o'er many a guilty land. 



ODE VI. 



THE. 

BATTLE OF ARGOED LLWTFAIN. 



BY WILLIAM WHITEHEAD, ESQ. 

CLate Poet-Laureat.] 



Morning rose ; the issuing sun 
Saw the dreadful fight begun ; 
And that sun's descending ray 
Clos'd the battle, clos'd the day. 

Fflamdwyn pour'd his rapid bands. 
Legion's four, o'er Reged's lands. . 
The numerous host, from side to side. 
Spread destruction wild and wide, 
From Argoed's summits, forest- crown'd. 
To steep Arfynydd*s utmost bound. 
Short their triumph, short their sway. 
Born and ended with the day I 
Flush'd with conquest Fflamdwyn said. 
Boastful at his army's head, 
«* Strive not to oppose the stream, 
Redeem your lands, your lives redeem. 
Give me pledges Fflamdwyn cried ; 
Never, Urien's son replied, 
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Owen of the mighty stroke 5 
Kindling, as the hero spoke, 
Cenau, Coel*s blooming heir, 
Caught the flame and grasp'd the spear; 
. Shall Coel's issue pledges give 
To the insulting foe, and live ? 
Never such be Britons* shame. 
Never, till this mangled frame, 
Like some vanquish*d lion, lie 
Drench*d in blood, and bleeding die. 

<* Day advanc'd : and ere the sun 
ReachM the radiant point of noon, 
Urien came with fresh supplies : 
Rise, ye sons of Cambria, rise, 
Sjiread your banners to the foe, 
Spread them on the mountain's browj 
Lift your lances high in air. 
Friends and brothers of the war; 
' Rush like torrents down the steep. 
Thro' the vales in myriads sweep ; 
Fflamdwyn never can sustain 
The force of our united train," 



Havoc, havoc rag'd around, 
Many a carcase strew'd the ground : 
Ravens drank the purple flood. 
Raven plumes wiere dyed in blood j 
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Frighted crowds from place to place. 
Eager, hurrying, breathless, pale, 

Spread the news of their disgrace, 
Trembling as they told the tale. 

These arc Taliessin's rhimes, 
These shall live to distant times, 
And the Bard's prophetic rage 
Animate a future age. 

Child of sorrow, child of pain. 
Never may I smile again, 
If, 'till all -subduing death 
Close these eyes, and stop this breath, 
Eve,r I forget to raise 
My grateful songs to Urien's praise. 
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ODE VII. 



THE 

GRAVE OF KING ARTHUR. 



BY T. WARTON, B. D. 



Stately the feast, and high the cheer: 
Girt with many an armed peer, 
And canopied with golden pall, 
Amid CiL6ARRAN*s castle hall, 
Sublime in formidable state, 
And warlike splendour, Henry sate ; 
Prepar'd to stain the briny flood 
Of Shannon's lakes with rebel blood. 

llluminihg the vaulted roof, 
A thousand torches flam*d aloof: 
From massy cups, with golden gleam 
Sparkled the red metheglin's stream: 
To grace the gorgeous festival. 
Along the lofty-window'd hall. 
The storied tapestry was hung : 
With minstrelsy the rafters rung 
Of harps, that with reflefled light 
From the proud gallery glitter'd bright : 
While gifted bards, a rival throng, 
(From distant Mona, nurse of song, 
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From Teivi, fring'd with umbrage brown, 
From Elvy's vale, and Cader's crown. 
From many a shaggy precipice 
That shades lerne's hoarse abyss. 
And many a sunless solitude 
Of Radnor's inmost mountains rude,) 
To crown the banquet's solemn close, 
Themes of British glory chose ; 
And to the strings of various chime 
Attemper'd thus the fabling rhyme. 

<* O'er Cornwall's cliffs the tempest roar'd, 
<< High the screaming sea-mew soar'd ; 
** On Tintaggel's topmost tower 
** Darksome fell the sleety shower ; 
<' Round tl^e rough castle shrilly sung 
*' The whirling blast, and wildly flung 
*< On each tall rampart's thundering side 
*• The surges of the tumbling tide : 
•' When Arthur rang'd his red-cross ranks 
*^ On Conscious Camlan's crimson'd banks : 
*' By Mordred's faithless guile decreed 
<< Beneath a Saxon spear to bleed I 
*' Yet in vain a paynim foe 
** Arm'd with fate the mighty blow ; 
** For when he fell, an elfin queen, 
*' All in secret, and unseen, 
*' O'er the fainting hero threw 
** Her mantle of ambrosial blue ; 
** And bade her spirits bear him far, 
*^ In Merlin's agate-axled car, 
Vol. XIII. L 



.ii8 ODE8. OdeVl 

*< Where, crown'd with wreaths of misletoe, 

** Slaiighter'd kings in glory go : 

** But when he fell, with winged speedy 

** His champions, on a inilk- white steed» 

** From the battle's Jtiurricane, 

*' Bore him to Joseph's towered fane^ 

*' In the fair vale of Avalon : 

** There, with chanted orison, 

*' And, the long blaze of tapers clear, 

** The stoled fathers met the bier ; 

** Through the dim iles, in order dread 

*' Of martial woe, the chief they led, 

*' And deep intomb'd in holy ground^ 

" Before the altar's solemn bound. 

** Around no dusky banners wave, 

<< No mouldering trophies mark the grave : 

<< Away the Ruthless Dane has torn 

" Each trace that Time's slow touqji had won 

** And long, o'er the negle6led stone, 

<' Oblivion's veil its shade has thrown : 

" The faded tomb, with honour due, 

<« *Tis thine, O Henry, to renew I 

" Thither, when Conquest has restor*d 

«< Yon recreant isle, and sheathM the sword, 

*' When peace with palm has crown'd thy bre* 

*< Haste thee, to pay thy pilgrim vows. 

".Th^re, observant of my lore, 

" The pavement's hallow 'd depth explore j 

"And thrice a fathom underneath 

<* Dive into the vaults of death. 
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" There shall thine eye, with wild amazei 

*' On his gigantic stature gaze ; 

<< Thereshalt thou find the monarch laid^ 

•' All in warrior-weeds array'd ; 

" Wearing in death his helmet-crowoi 

<< And weapons huge of old renown. 

** Martial prince, 'tis thine to save 

" From dark oblivion Arthur's grave ! 

** So may. thy ships securely stem 

•< The western frith : thy diadem 

** Shine vi6lorious in the van, 

** Nor heed the slings of Ulster's clan : 

** Thy Norman pike-men win their way 

<* Up the dun rocks of Harold's bay : 

** And from the steeps of rough Kildare 

** Thy prancing hoofs the falcon scare : 

•• So may thy brow's unerring yew 

" Its shafts in Roderick's heart imbrew.** 

Amid the peeling symphony 
The spiced goblets mantled high ; 
With passions new the song impress'd 
The listening king's impatient breast : 
Flash the keen lightnings from his eyes ; 
He scorns awhile his bold emprise ; 
£v*n now he seems, with eager pace^ 
The consecrated floor to trace ; 
And ope, from its tremendous gloom, 
The treasure of the wondrous tomb : 
Ev'n now, he burns in thought to rear, 
From its dark bed, the ponderous spear. 
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Rough with the gore of Pi6lish kings : 
Ev*n now fond hope his fancy wings. 
To poise the monarch's massy blade. 
Of magic-temper*d metal made ; 
And drag to day the dinted shield 
That felt the storm of Camlan's field. 
O'er the sepulchre profound 
Ev*n now, with arching sculpture crown'd. 
He plans the chantry's choral shrine. 
The daily di|?ge, and rites divine. 



ODE VIII. 



THE 

CRUSADE. 
By the Same. 



Bound for holy Palestine, 
Nimbly we brush'd the level briney 
All in azure steel array'd j 
O'er the wave our weapons playM, 
And made the dancing billows glow ; 
High upon the trophied prow. 
Many a warrior- minstrel swung 
His sounding harp, and boldly sung: 

*' Syrian virgins, wail and weep, 
<< English Richard ploughs the deep I 
** Tremble, watchmen, as ye spy, 
** From distant towers, with anxious eye, 
<< The radiant range of shield and lance 
<< Down Damascus' hills advance : 
** From Sion's turrets as afar 
** Ye ken the march of Europe's war I 
*^ Saladin, thou paynim king 
« From Albion^s isle revenge we bring! 
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*< On Aeon's spiry citadel, 

" Though to the gale thy banners swell, 

« Piftur'd with the silver moon ; 

<< England shall end thy glory soon I 

« In vain, to break, our firm array, 

" Thy brazen drums hoarse discord bray : 

*< Those sounds our rising fury fan : 

«< English Richard in the van. 

« On to victory we go, 

^« A vaunting infidel the foe." 

Blondel led the tuneful band» 
And swept the wire with glowing hand. 
Cyprus, from her rocky mound. 
And Crete, with piny verdure crowned, 

Far along the smiling main 

Echoed the prophetic strain. 
Soon we kiss'd the sacred earth 

That gave a murther'd Saviour birth : 

Then with ardour fresh endu'd. 

Thus the solemn song renewM : 
♦ " Lo, the toilsome voyage past, 

*< Heaven's favour'd hills appear at lastl 

** Objeft of our holy vow, 

** We tread the Tyrian vallies now. 

** From Carmel's almond-shaded steep 
We feel the cheering fragrance creep : 
0*er Engaddi's shrubs of balm 

** Waves the date-empurpled palm ; 
See, Lebanon's aspiring head 
^ide his immortal umbrage spread! 









VUh . ODES. 158 

<* Hail Cavalry, thou mountain hoar, 

<• Wet with our Redeemer's gore I 

*' Ye trampled tombs, ye fanes forlorn, 

" Ye stones, by tears of pilgrims worn j 

** Your ravished honours to restore, 

<< Fearless we climb this hostile shore I 

'* And thou, the sepulchre of god 1 

*^ By mocking pagans rudely trod, 

** Bereft of every awful rite, 

*< And quench'd thy lamps that beam'd so 

bright ; 
'* For thee, from Bntain*s distant coast, 
" Lo, Richard leads his faithful host I 
*^ Aloft in his heroic hand, 
*' Blazing like the beacon's brand, 
*' O'er the far- affrighted fields, 
^' Resistless Kaliburn he wields. 
*' Proud Saracen, pollute no more 
" The shrines by martyrs built of yore I 
*' From each wild mountain's trackless crown 
** In vain the gloomy castles frown : 
** Thy battering engines, huge and high, 
" In vain our steel-clad steeds defy ; 
" And rolling in terrific state, 
** On giant-wheels harsh thunders grate. 
** When eve has hush'd tl\e buzzing camp^ 
*^ Amid the moon-light vapours damp, 
•* Thy necromantic forms, in vain, 
*^ Haunt us on the tented plain, 
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«« We bid those spe6lre-shapcs avaunt, 
" Ashtaroth, and Termagaunt I 
** With many a demon, pale of hue, 
*' PoomM to drink the bitter dew 
** That drops from Macon's sooty tree, 
*< Mid the dread grove of ebony. 
*< Nor magic charms, nor fiends of hell, 
** The Christian's holy courage quell* 

'< Salem, in antient majesty 
** Arise, and lift thee to the sky I 
** Soon on thy battlements divine 
** Shall wave the badge of Constantine* 
<< Ye Barons, to the sun unfold 
<< Our Cross with crimson wove and gold 1*^ . 



ODE IX. 



DUNCAN'S WARNING. 



BT 

J. AIKIN» M. D. 



s 



o*er the heath, amid his steel-clad Thanes, 
The royal Duncan rode in martial pride, 
lere, full to view, high-topp'd with glittering vanes, 
^cbeth's strong towers o'erhung the mountain's 
side; 



lusky mantle wrapp'd, a grisly form 
lush'd with a giant's stride across his way % 
1 thus, while howl'd around the rising storm, 
a hollow thundering accents pour'd dismay. 

Stop, O King 1 thy destinM course, 
Furl thy standard, turn thy horse. 
Death besets this onward track. 
Come no further,— quickly, back* 

Hear'st thou not the raven*s croak ? 
See'st thou not the blasted oak ^ 



156 ODES. Od 

Feerst thou not the loaded sky \ 
Read thy danger. King, and fly. 



Lo, yon* castle banners glare 
Bloody through the troubled air 
Loy what spe6ires on the roofs 
Frowning bid thee stand aloof I 



Murder, like an eagle waits 
Perch'd above the gloomy gates. 
Just in a£l to pounce his prey ; 
Come not near— —away I away! 

Let not plighted faith beguile \ 
Honour's semblance, Beauty's smile : 
Fierce Ambition's venom*d dart 
Rankles in the fest'ring heartr 

Treason, arm*d against thy life, 
Points his dagger, whets his knife, 
Drugs hjs stupifying bowl. 
Steels his unrelenting soul. 

Now *tis time ^ ere guilty night 
Closes round thee, speed thy flight* 
If the threshold once be crost,. 
Duncan I thou*rt for ever io9t. 
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On he goes I-r — resistless Fate 
Hastes to fill his mortal date : 
Cease, ye warnings, vain tho* true. 
MurderM King, adieu 1 adieu I 



NOTES ON ODES 



OF THE 

[RST, SECOND, and THIRD CLASS. 
TES ON ODES OF THE FIRST CLASS. 



ODE XL. 



; 8. THE Attic sage exhausts the botol^l Socrates, 
as condemned to die by poison. 
See there the injured Poet bleed /] Seneca, born at 
3ay who, according to Pliny, was orator, poet, 
ilosopher. He bled to death in the bath. 
Lo! there the wild Assyrian queen,"] Semiramis, 
1 circa cultum capitis siii occupatae nunciatum 
isibylonem defecisse ; altera parte crinium ad- 
tluta protinus ad earn expugnandam cucurrit : 
us decorem capillorum in ordinem quam tantam 

in potestatem suam redegit : quocirca statua 
ibylone posita est, &c. Val. Max. de Ira. 

Absorb* din thought, great Newton stands;"] 
\e statue of Sir Isaac Newton, ere6led ia Tri- 
ollege chapel by Dr. Smith. 
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ODE XLIII. 



Page 18. 0*er Helicon my bleating lambs I guards 
Hesiod is said to have led the life of a shephen 
mount Helicon, where, as he relates in his Thcog 
the Muses appeared to him, and adopted him in 1 
service. V. 24. 

19. For theey sole glory of thy abjeB racCj"] 
Pindar, whose birth the nymphs and Pan are sai 
have solemnized with dances : we are likewise 
that in his infancy the bees fed him with their he 
He was born at Thebes, the capital of Beotia, a 
vince remarkable for the dulness of its inhabitani 
which he himself takes notice in his Olympics. 
. lb. Oft fir* d toith Bacchanalian ragCy 

The father of the Grecian stage 

In terror clad annoys my rest j] 
Aeschylus, who was reported never to have v 
but when inspir*d by wine : he had a particular §• 
for terrifying the audience j of which the Chon 
Furies in his Eumenides is a remarkable and 
known instance. He was buried near the river ( 
where the tragedians performed dramas at his toi 
ib. With longing taste, with eager lip. 

In raptured visions of 1 1 sip 

The honey of the tragic bee ;] 
Sophocles, who, it is said, was able to check the 
of the winds and sea. 
Philostratus de Vita ApoUonii Tyanei, lib. viii. p. 
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20. How oft inspired with magic dready 
By Fancy to the cave l*m led 
Where sits the wise Pierian sage ;] 
Euripides, who, we learn from Aul. Gellius, lib. xv; 
cap. 20. p- 418, was reported to have wrote many of 
his tragedies in an old melancholy cave. He was ge- 
nerally distinguished by the epithet of Wise. 

ib. With patriot ardor I behold 

7 he mirthful Muse for freedom bold',"] 
•Aristophanes, who is esteemed to have been of sin- 
gular service to the commonwealth, by representing 
to his fellow -citizens, the pernicious designs of theif 
leading men. 

ib. With simpler strains the Doric Muses charm ;] 
Theocritus. 

ib. As LibyaU poet hymns his solemn lays,"} 
Callimachus. 

ib . The wanton Teian loves each chaster thought disarm*'] 
Anacreon. 

ib. ThuSf if at Juno's fond request y"] Alluding tO A 
passage in Homer. Iliad s, v. 233. 

ODE XLIV. 

Page 24. Sleep on, much-injured hapless swaitt^ 
Nor wake thy cruel fate to moan. 
To curse th' insatiate thirst ofgain^ 
And proud Iberia* s bbody son!] 

Hernando Cortez. See the History of the ConqueSl. 

;of Mexico arid Peru by the Spaniards. 

Vol, XIIL M 
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ODE XLVI. 

Page 29. Dr. Grainger, who as this Ode evihces, 
possessed distinguished talents as a Poet, was for some 
time Physician to tlie Army, and whilst in that situa- 
tion amused himself with the translations of Tibul- 
Lus, which he afterwards published ; as well as a 
tra6l or two on professional subjects. Having quitted 
the army he attended Mr. Borryau, a West-Indian, 
as his private tutor at Cambridge ; and afterwards 
settled in St. Kitt's ; whilst there, he wrote a didaftic 
poem of great merit entitled the Sugar-Cane, and 
the ballad of Bryan and Pyrene, which the present 
Bishop of Dromore inserted in his Reiiques of ancient 
English Poetry, From that publication the Author's 
corre6lions of this Ode are taken. Dr. Percy is be- 
lieved to have been the author of those elegant trans- 
lations inserted by Dr. Grainger in his edition of Ti- 
bullus. 

ib. Or at the purple dawn of day ^ 

Tadmor*s marble wastes survey;"] Alluding to 
the account of Palmyra, published by Messrs. Wood 
and Dawkins, and the manner in which they were 
struck at the sight of these magnificent ruins by break 
of day, 

30. 7ou with the tragic Muse retired 

The wise Euripides inspired,] In the island of 
Salamis, 
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p. You taught the sadly -pleasing air 

That Athens saxfdfrcm ruins bart,'\ See Plutarch 
he life of Lysander. 
)• You govt the Cean's tears tojlowy 

And unlocked the springs of woe ;] Simonides. 
!• With Petrarch 6*er Valcluseyou stray* d^ 

When Death snatched his long lov*d maid',"] 
ira» twenty years, and ten after her death. 
»• You strew* d withjlowers her virgin urn. 

And late in Hagley you were seeny"] Monody on 
death of Lady Lyttelton, by her husband, the first 
d. 

I. 7^ hear the sweet Complaint ^ Young. "^ 
fit Thoughts. 
|. Suchy suchy as on th* Ausonian shorty 

Sweet Dorian Moschus trill' d of yore .•] See his 
Ilia. 
>. No time should cancel thy deserty 

Morey more, than Bion was, thou wert. ] Alluding 
he death of a friend. 

7, Say, does the learned Lord of Hagley* s shade^ 
Charm man so much by mossy fountains laidf 
As when, arous'd, he stems Corruption's course, 
Andshahes the senate with a Tully*s force >*] 

d Lyttelton. 

>. Good AUen lives, — ] Ralph Allen, Esq, 

*rior Park. 

8. Sydney y what good man envies not thy blow ^] 
emon Sydney, beheaded at Tower- hill, 7lh of 
ember, 1683. 
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38. Who would not wish Anytus for a foe f^ 
One of the accusers of Socrates. 

ODE XLVIII. 

Page 43* With awful horror tut behold 

He immense Alcidis^ monstrous mould : 
While Venusy queen of soft desires^ 
iach tender gentler thought inspires."] 
The Hercules of the Farnese and the Venus de Medicis. 
ib. Behold with thee they die away^ 

To Roman ignorance a prey^] In the year of 
Rome 5^^5, the Romans, under the conduft of Paulus 
Aemilius, in the second Macedonian war, entirely 
subdued Greece, and led Perseus king of Macedon 
in triumph. It was not till after this victory that the 
Romans had any taste for tlie fine arts 

Graecia captaferum vittorem cepit^ et artes 
Intulit agresii Latio, etc. 

Horace, Epist. I. Lib. ii. 

44. Again they feel the fatal bloWf 
. Jlnd sink beneath the I'andalfoe, 
In the eighteenth year of Honorius, in the consulship 
of Veraiies and TertuUus, Rome was besieged and 
taken by the Barbarians, under the condudl of Godi- 
gisele, king of the Vandals. 
.ib. uilasl in vain she strove t* assuage 

The enthusiast zealot's bigot rage. ] Pope Gregor)', 
who ordered all the ancient statues and paintings to be 
destroy d, that there might be no remains of Heathen- 
um. 
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45. Wkate'cr the potCs fancy taught^ 
Or imaged to his wanton thought:"] 

See Homer's description of the gardens of AlcinouS| 
Odyss. vii. V. 112. 
ib. Wouldst thou with Innocence reside^ 
Behold the temple* i modest pride ;] 
The Temple of Innocence, and Hermit's Cell, in the 
gardens at Goodwood. 

46. Here mafst thou weep thy favourite Rome, 
Sad-sighing o*er each martyr's tomb ;] 

The Catacombs at Goodwood. Those in *the Via 
Appia near Rome are generally supposed to be caves, 
where the primitive christians concealed themselves 
from their persecutors, and interred those who were 
martyrs for their religion. Mr. Wright, in his Travels 
through Italy, Vol. I. p. 357, acquaints us, that at the 
mouth of some of the niches were to be seen small 
vials like lachrymatories tinged with red, which they 
esteemed an indication that the bodies of martyrs were 
deposited there. 

ib. Or wouldst thou newer worlds survey f"] 
Alluding to the American wood at Goodwood. Ame- 
rica is, from the late discovery of it, called the New 
World. 

47. Fancy such raptures shall suggest , 
Lov*d inmate of thy ravished breast ; 
Shall point where wanton zephyrs stray ^ 
And o*er th' unruffled ocean play j] 

America is bounded on the west by the Pacific Ocean, 
and on the East by the Atlantic. 



NOTES 

ON 

ODES OF THE SECOND CLASS. 
ODE xr. 

* 

Page 102, This Ode is founded upon a part of 
Gressbt*s sur Ul Medigcrite. 

Seduits par d*aveug]es idoles 

Du Bonheur ; fantomes frivoles, 
Le vulgaire & lea grands ne te suivirent pas : 

Tu n* eus pour sujets que ses sages 

Qui doivent Testime des ages 
A la sagessey acquiesce en marchant sur tes pas* 

Tu vis naitres dans tes Retraites 

Ces nobles et tendres poetesy 
Dont la voix n^eut jamais forme de sons brillans. 

Si le fracas de la fortune 

Ou si indigence importune 
£ut trouble leur silence, ou cache leurs talens* 

Mais en vain tu fuyois la gloire : 

La renomme, et la vi^olre 
Vinrent dans tes deserts se choisir des herosy 

Mieux formese par tes loix stoiques 

Aux vertus, aux faits heroiques 
Q^e parmi la molesse, et V orgueil des faisceaux* 
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Pour Mars tu formoiSi loin des villes 

(.es pABRicESy etles Camilles> 
£t scs sages vaincjueursy philosophes guerrlers 

Qui, du char de la Didtature 

Descendant a ragriculture, 
Sur tes secrets autels rapportoient leurs lauriers* 

Trop heureuXi Deite paisibley 

Le mortel sagement sensiblei 
Qui jamais loin de toi a porte ses desirs, 

Par sa douse mslancholie 

Sauve de Thumaine folie, 
Dails la verite scul il cherche ses plalsirs* 

Ignore de la multitude, 

Libre de tout servitude, 
II n^enviar jamais, les grands biens, les granJ nomsy 

II nMgnore point que la foudre 

A plus souvent reduit en poudre 
Le pin de monts akiers, que Pormeau des valons* 

Sourd aux censures populaires 

II ne craint point les yeux vulgaires, 
Son ceil perce au-dela deleur foible horison : 

Quelques bruits que la foule en seme, 

II est satisfkit de lui-m^me, 
SMI a scd meriter Taveu de la raison. 

t 

II rit du sort, quand les conquStes 

Promenent de tetes en t^tes 
Les coaronhes du nord, ou celles du midi : 

Rien n^altere sa paix profonde, 

£t les demiers instans du monde 
N^epouvanteroient point son coeur encor hard!. 
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Amitie, charmantc immortelle, 

Tu choisis a si cosur fidele 
Peu d^amis mais constans, vertueux comme lui : 

Tu ne Grains point que la caprice. 

Que I'interet les desunisse, 
Ou verse sur leurs jours les poisons de Tennui* 

Ami des frugales d"meurC8| 

Sommeil pendant les sombres heures, 
Tu repans sur ses yeux tea songes favoris ; 

!Ecartant ces songes funebres 

Qui, parmi Teffroi des tenebres, 
Yont reveiller les grands sous les riches lam bris* 

C'est pour ce bonheur legitime 

Que lemodeste Abdolontme 
K*acceptoit qu'a regret le sceptre dc Sidon 8 

Plus libre dans un sort champetre, 

Et plus heureux qu'il ne scut Tetre 
Sur le trone eclatant des ayeux de Dioom* 

C^est par ces vertus pacifiques 

Par ces plaisirs philosophiquet 
(3>ue tu scais, cher R***, remplird*utiles jour^ 

Dans se Tivoli solitaire, 

Ou le Cher de son onde claire 
yient a Paimable Loire associer le cours. 

Fidele a ce sage sistcme, 

La, dans Tetude de toi meme, 
Chaque soleil te voit occuper tes loisirs | 

Dans le brillant fracas du mondcji 

Ton nom, ta probite profonde 
^^eut donee plus d*eclat, mais nioini de trals plaislri* 



NOTES 

ON 

ODES OF THE THIRD CLASS. 



RUNIC ODES. 

To these Odes Mr- Mat bias has prefixed the fol- 
lowing Advertisement : 

These curious remains of the most remote Northern 
antiquity are taken from BartAolinus, and imitated 
from the originals, in the manner which Mr. Gray 
conceived most adapted to transfuse the wild spirit 
of ihose incomparable Norse Odes, The Descent of 
Odin, and The Fatal Sisters, into the English 
language. 
The literal Latin translation of the two first Odes is 
subjoined for the satisfadlion of those who may not 
be in possession of the book from which they are 
taken ; and the literal prose English translation of 
The Dialogue at the Tomb of Argantyr, is printed from 
Dr. Hickes's Thesaurus Septentrionalis. 

To this Advertisement was subjoineid the Sonnet 
finnexed ; addressed to Mr. Gray, though no more. 

Pardon me, Mighty Poet, that I turn 
My daring steps to thy supreme abode. 
And tread with awe the solitary road. 
To deck with fancied wreaths thy hallowM ura. 
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Yet, as I wander thro* this dark sojourn. 
Think not I mean with low>engenderM praise 
Thy name to sully, or profane thy lays ; 

I have no thoughts that br eat he, no words that burn» 

But hark, what voice in heav'nly accents clear 
Bursts from yon cloud, that glows with temp'rate fire? 

*^ Cease, cease, fond youth, to drop the fruitless tear, 
** Mute tho' the raptures of his full-strung lyre : 

** E'en his own ivarblings, lesseri'd on bis ear% 
** Lost in seraphic harmony expire." 

ODE I* 

Page 121. 7^e Twilight of the Gods, in the North- 
ern Mythology, is that Period when Lok, ihe^Evil 
Being, shall break liis Confinement; the Human 
Race, the Stars, and the Sun, shall disappear, the 
Earth sink in the Seas, and Fire consume the Skies : 
even Odin himself, and all his kindred Gods, shall 
perish t» 

The foregoing Ode contains a Description of the 
Events which, according to this dark Mythology, will 
precede the Destru6tion of the World- 

* See BAETHOLiNVSii^ Causi contemptae mortis apud Danes, 
Lib* 2« C. X4. 

-f- For a farther Account of this wild and curious System of 
Mythology, see Mr. Mallet's Introdudlion a VHistoire de Dan- 
nemarCf or rather the Translation of it, by the present Bishop 
of DftOMORX, entitled^ Northern Antiquities ^ in two Volumes 
8vo« 



NOTES. 171 

. 121. Ymir hath his course begun^'] From Ymir were 
descended all the families of the giants. £dda. 
ib, Ncwy in many a glisCring wreath^ 

Abovt^t aroundy and underneath^ 

The Serpent dread of dateless birth f 

Girds the devoted globe of earth ;] 
In the Edda, a serpent is supposed to surround the 
earth. 

122. While the VessePs floating pride 
Stems duration" s rounding tide."] 

In the poetry of the North, the earth is stiled, " The 
" vessel that floats on ages.*' I have made use of 
this paraphrase for the Nagel/ara, or ship of the gods 
here mentioned. 

ib. an evil ra«,] The Muspelliy a 

sort of Genii. 

123. From the regions of the South 
Surtur bursts with fiery mouth ;] 

The Prince of the Genii of Fire. 

ib. Harbingers of Hela's reign ;] 
The Goddess of Death, 

124. . Mark the murderous monster stalky"] 
The wolf Fenris, by whom Odin was slain. 

125. Garmar foams with rage and shame:] 
Immediately previous to the destru6tion ot the world, 
the Edda supposes that the Stygian Dog, named Gar- 
mar, will be unbound. 
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KaTES. 



It has been thought proper to iubjoin to each the literal 
Translations of the originals of this and the two next 
OdeSf a^ the Boohs whence they are tahen are scarce. 



CREPUSCULUM DEORUM, 

SEU 

INTERITUS MUNDI. 

Ba&thol. L. II. C. 14. 

Hrymr ehr austau, &c. 

Hrtmus (gigas quidam) ab Ante lapldeanim habitationum 

ortu aurigat ; ostia, 

Intumescit mare : Lapideonim meatuam gnari ; 

Volutat se lormungandus (an- Nostin^ adhuc quid rei geritur ? 

guis terram ambire creditus) 
Furore giganteo. Surtur ab austro proditi 

Aiiguis maria movet ; Igne comltante ; 

Aquila vero clangit, Radiat Solis instar> ensis 

DilaniatXadavera lurido rostro* Deorum bellacium. 
Nafgiar (navis) solvitur. Saxa rulnam minantur ; 

Foeminae giganteae vagantur; 

Navis ab ortu vcnit 5 ^^Jj*"^ ^'^ *?«'« *• 

Aderunt Musoclli, Diffinditur Coelum. 

Per mare incolae; _ , __.. 

Lokus vero gubcrnat. ^ T""^ ^^?^* ™"* 

Incedunt furentes populi. Dolor secundus 5 

Cum lupo omncs z Quando Odinus prodit 

Illiscum frater ^ dimicandum cum lupo ; 

Beleipi prodit. Occisorquc Bclae, 

Candidus cum surto : 

Q^id novi apud Dcos geritur? CaTt mSSSs. 
Quid apud Genios r 
Fragore pcrsonat totus gigan- ^um prodit manias 

tummundus. Filius oJini, 

Du m foro versantur : Vidarus, ut pugnet 

Gemunt nam Cum stragis anunali (lupo.) 
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Curat sobolis gigantese Ante Guipense antrum; 

Insistere Rumpeutur Catenae, 

Gladium cordi : Et proruet lupus. 

Turn patris mortem ulciscitur. Pro-:reditur passus novem 

Fyorginae proles, 

Tum prodit magnus Tristis ab angue 

Fill us Lodinze ; Mala facere non timido» 

Incedit Odini filius 
Ut cum lap) (seu fratre lupl Nigrescit Sol : 

lormungando) dimicetj Immergitur marl Tellus: 

Magna ludacia Disparcscunt e Coelo 

Occidit midgardlcum anguem. Serenae Stellae : 
Viri omnes Saevit ignis 

E mundo cvacuabuntur. Sub sceculi extremitatem ; 

Lambit ;'scendens flamma 

Lat.at Garmus valde Ipsum Ccelum. 



ODE ir. 

Page 126 For the ground work of this, as well as 
of the preceding Ode, see Bartholinus de Causis 
confemptae mortis apud Danos, Lib. 2. c. 14. 
ib, " Pour the sparkling beverage high ; 
** Be the song with horror fraught : 
" Laboring earthy and ruined skyy 
** Fix the soul in solemn thought.'^ 
Alluding to tlie preceding Ode. 

127. •* Odin next inspire the verse^ 

** Goi^d by the relentless fang ;] 
Fenris, by whom Odin was slain. 

ib. *•- Monarchs of tht bleak domain, '\ 
Amplum ventosum mundum. Bakthol. 

128. ■ the dome of goldy"] 

Gimli, the Palace of tlie Blest ; called otherwise Vin- 
golf, the Palace of Friendship. 
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128, *^ In Nastronda's northern piain 

** Harky tfC envenom' d portals ope ;] 
The place of punishment for the wicked. 



NO VI MUNDI EXORTUS. 

BARTMOLIMU8 VT SUP* 



ViDiT ilia emcrgerc 
Altera vice 
Terrain e mari 
Valde viridem i 
Labuntur aquse ; 
Supervolat aquila^ 
Quse in montibus 
Pisces capic. 



Ser Aon uppkoma, &c. 

Domum stare videt 
Sole clarioremy 
Auro te^am 
In Gimli; 
Ibi probi 

Populi habltabunt> 
£t per ssecula 
Gaudio fruentur. 



Conveniunt Dii 
In Idx campo; 
£t de diruds habicaculis 
Validis loquuntur : 
Ibique mentlonem faciunt 
Magnonim colloquiorum. 
£t Odini 
Andquorum scrmonum. 

** Ibi deinde 
<< Mirabiles orbes 
** Deaurati aleatorli 
** In gramine invenlentur, 
« Quos dim possederant 
•* Re^or deorun)y 
** Et Odini progenies.' 
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Ferent non sati 
Agri frudum : 
Advers qusevls cessent : 
Aderit Balderus. 
Incolent Balderus et Hod us 
Odini dirutas aedeSy 
Bene bellaces Dii. 
Nostin' adhuc quid rci gcritur? 



Turn prodit potens illcy 
Instante divino judicioy 
Validus e supernis 
Qui omnia regit; 
Hic sentiam ferty 
Et causas dirimitf 
Sacra fata statuity 
Qu2 durabunt. 

" Advenit suscus 
** Draco volans, 
<< Anguis aspery ab imis 
<< Nidensibus montibus | 
" Pennis suis fertur j 
<* Pcrvolat campum 
** Nidhog;gus mortuomm. 
<< Nunc ilia terra absorbltur/* 

Domum stare yidet 
A sole remotam 
In Nastronda ; 
Fores boream spedant ; 
Distiliant veneni gutta 
Intro per fenestras : 
Haec contexta est domus 
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Spinis serpentines* '< Rodebat ibi Nidhoggus ca- 

davera ; 

Ibi vadar6 videt ** Laniavit lupus viros." 

Rapids f)uenta Nostin* adhuc quid rei geritur? 
Viros perjures, 

Etnefariosy N. B* The lines marked thus 
£t <iui alterius vellicant *^' are omitted in the imitt'i 

Aurem conjugis. tion. 

ODE III. 

For the original of this Ode, see Hickes's Thesaurus 
Septentrional. Vol. I. 

Metro haud multum dissimili carmina sua scripsit Scaldus ille» 
au^or libri, cui titulus Hervarer Saga (quern edidit cU 
Glaus Varelius) ut constat ex dialogo illo inter Hervaram et 
Argantyri patris sui manes, a quo ad tuinulum stans, ut Tri« 
fingum gladium cum eo sepultum daret, rogat* 

HCRVOR. 

Wafnadu Argantyr, ^c» 

HERVOR • sedts, unless you deliver me the 

AwAKE) Argantyr; Hervor, sword which the dwarfs made^ 
the only daughter or thee and and the glorious belt I 
Suasu doth awaken thee. Give argantyr* 

me out of the tomb the hard- DaughterHervor, full of spells 
ened sword which the dwarfs to raise the dead, why dost thou 
made for Suafurlama. Hervar- call so ? Wilt thou run on to 
dur, Hiorvardur, Hrani, and thy own mischief? Thou art 
Argantyr, with helmet and coat mad, and out of thy senses, who 
of mail, and a sharp sword : with art desperately resolved to wake 
shield and accoutrements, and dead men. I was not buried ei- 
bloody spear, I wake you all un- ther by father, or other friends* 
der the roots of trees. Are the Two which lived after me, got 
sons of Andgrym, who delight. Tirfing, one of whom is now 
ed in miscnief, now become possessor thereof* 
dust and ashes ? Can none of hervor* 

Eyvor^s sons now speak with Thou dost not tell the truth: 
me, out of the habitations of So let Gdin hide thee in the 
the dead ? Harvardur, Hiorvar- tomb, as thou hast Tirfing by 
dur ! So may you all be within thee. Art thou unwilling, Ar- 
vour ribs, as a thing that is gantyr, to give an inheritance 
hanged up to putrify among in» to thy only child ? 
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ARGANTYR. 

I will tell thce> Hervor, what 
will come to pass : this Tirfingy 
will, if thou dost believe ip^, 
destroy almost all thy offspring. 
Thou shalt have a son, wno af- 
terwards must possess Tirfing, 
and many think that he will he 
called Heidrek by the people. 

HXH¥OR. 

I do by enchantments make, 
that the dead shall never enjoy 
rest, unless Argantyr deliver 
me Tirfing. 

ARGANTYR. 

Young maid, 1 say thou art 
of maniike courage, who dost 
rove about by night to tombs, 
with spear engraved with ma- 
gical spells, with helmet, and 
coat otmail, before the door of 
our hall. 

HERVOR. 

I took thee for a brave man, 
before I found out your hall. 
Give me out of the tomb the 
workmanship of the dwarfs, 
which hates all coats of mail ; 
it is not good for thee to hide it. 

ARG-rtNTYR. 

The death of Hialmer lies un- 
der my shoulders j it is all wrapt 
up in fire : I know no maid in 
any country, that dares this 
sword take m hand. 

HERVOR. 

I shall keep, and take in my 
hand ihe sharp sword, if I may 
obtain it. I do not think that 
fire will burn, which plays a- 
bout the iight of d-ceased men. 

ARGANTYR. 

O conceited Kervor, th :,u art 
mad. Ratlier t an thou in a 
moment shoulaest fall into the 
fire, I will iiive thee the sword 
out of the tomb, young maid, 
and not hide it from tl.ee. 



H£RVOR. 

Thou dost well, thou offspring 
of Heroes, that thou didst send 
me the sword out of the tomb. 
I ^m now better pleased, O 
Prince ! to have it, than if I 
got all Norway. 

A&GANTYR. 

False woman, thou dost not 
understand, that thou speakest 
foolishly of that in ^^hich thou 
dost rejoice. For Tirfing shall 
if thou wilt believe me, maid^ 
destroy all thy offspring. 

HERVOK. 

Imustgotomy seamen. Here 
I have no mind to stay longer. 
Little do 1 care O Royal Friend ! 
what my sons herea/ter quarrel 
about. 

ARGANTYR. 

Take and keep Hialmai*8 
bane, which thou shalt long 
have dnd enjoy. Touch but the 
edges of it, there is poison in 
both of them : it is a most cruel 
devourer of men. 

HKRVOR. 

I shall keep, and take in hand, 
the sharp sword which thou 
hast let me have : I do not fear; 
O slain Father ! what my sons 
hereafter may quarrel about. 

ARGANTYR. 

Farewell, daughter! I do 
quickly give thee twelve men's 
death ; if thou canst believe 
with might and courage ; even 
all the goods that Ajndgrjm'l 
sons left behind them. 

HERVOR. 

Dwell all of you safe in the 
tomb. I must begone and hast- 
en hence, for I seem to be in 
the midst of a place where fire 
burns round about me. 

hlcket's Thesaurus Septentri' 
onalisy Vol, I. page 193. 
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